




SET-?’ r 'T-l T '> POEMS OF 
FRANC'S .THOMPSON 






J de ^ 

°fFra a cj s 


%h 0e,ns 


°*npsoji 




I'hc Seventh Thousan 


STATE CENTIJAt LIBRARTfr.W. fc. 
Ace. Nd. j* i G .C". If.ill . .t)t 




t UE CONTENTS 

Frontispiece JrT)rtj-air of Francis Thompson 
A Note on F^ncis Thompson Page ix 

The Dedications xix, xx 


Poems on Children 
Tlie Poppy 

To Monica Thought Dying 
The Making of Viol; 

To my*GodJiI 3 d 
£x Ore Infantiiira 
From Sister Songs 
A Chi/s ^iss 
PoQfnm'l Affchocic^ 

The Omei* 

The Mirage 
The Child-Woman. 

To a Chil 3 heaid repeating he: Mother 
Verses 

A Foretelling of thej^hild’s-Husband 
Love in Dian’s Lap ^ 

De-for# her Portrait in Youth 
To j Poen^Brcaking^Silence 
A Carrier 6 png 
Her Portrlit 

Epilogug to the Poet's Sitter 
Aftpr.hcr Going 
A fallen Yew 

VI) 


i 


a 

6 

9 

12 

H 

<i 6 
20 
22 
22 
2 6 


2R 

31 


33 

35 

37 

39 

45 

4 - 

48 



Contents, 

i 

Th'e Iltntnd of Heaven ’ 51 

To tke Dead Qa’rdifial of Westminster' 57 

A D() f ,d Abtionofner 63 

A Corymbus for Autumn 84 

From “The Mistress of Vi= : <n 6 q 

The After Woman 72 

'Lines: To W.M. 74 

r £he Wjy of a Maid 75 

Ode to the Setting 6.... 76 

Epilogue t<7 “A Judgement in«f?aawn” ■ 86 

Grace uf thf Way , 87 

To a Sno” flake S8 

(5iient Ode 8a 

Fioin “From the N'ght of Foiebcing” ■ 96 
\ Counted of Moderation «ioi 

From “ Assumpta Max^i’i. 102 

FiVn “An All them of Earth ' 105 

Contemplation * 112 

Correlated Greatness 114 

July Fugit've IT5 

Fiom “Atiy Saint” 11S 

From “The Victorian Ode” 124 

St Monica 127 

To tlie.Sinking.Stin 128 

Dream-Tryst , 129 

" In r.o Strange Land ” 130 

Hhvoy 132 



A BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 
on Francis Thompson 


F RANCISiTHOj\ 1 PS©N, a poet of high think¬ 
ing, of celestial lesion,” and of imagining 
that found literary images of answering splendour, 
died ill Lon 3 or 5 »ift the winter of 190/. His life— 
always a fragile one,—doubtless owed its prolonga¬ 
tion to “ man’s unconquerable mind,” in him sp 
tnvincibl’e chiough all vicissitude that he seenfed 
tcfafid a new significance to VWordsworth’s phrase 
To fiis moi tal frame was denied the vifafity that 
informs*hiiyvejse. Howbcit;%is verse was himsejf; 
he*lived^eryljne of i^ fulfilling to the ^st 4 fet- 
ter his own ^escriptii^i of the p«et, piteous yet 
proud: 

lie h\e$ detached dais^ 
lie serveth not for praise^ 

For gold 
He is not sold. 


He aAetfi world’s eves; 

Alor to world's eap^he (friej—■ 

Saith, “ Ijiese 
Shut, rt"\e please!” 

To this aloof*ftioth ofr a man science was.nearly 
as absorbing*an interest as was tjm mysticism 
that some*thought Iwd eaten him up; and, 
to giv% a light exampje of his actuality, he who 
haft never handled a Jaat since he left Ushaw Col- 
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legt, knew every famous score of the last quarter 
of a r-entuH, anti l<?ft amon£ his partes cricket- 
verses? triviei yef'tragic. One such v^rse acquaints 
us incidentally with hit Lancashire lin. age: 

II is little I repau^to the mate!:, -./if fhc jtouthion (oik. 
Though ifiy own red rces tlieieluav blow ; 

•It is lfttkj l repair to the inrti lw^ of the Southron folk, 
Though the red roses". rest tin, caps,'! know.o 
I or the if;Id is full of shades A I near the shadows coast, 
And a ghostly batsman plays to the bfwljng of a_ghost. 
And Hook through my tears on a soundless-clapping host 
As the run-stealers flu her to and froj- * 

D To andjlio 

O my Hornby and my Hurlowfong ago 1 * 

Born at Preston in 1850, the son of a doctor 
afterwards’ in practictFat Ashton-under-L t vne, he 
inherited no literary tradiflonsf He had to besure, 
anhnclf, an Oxfortj conveyt tp Catholic., n from 
the ranks of the Anglicafi clergy whose name 
appears oft f he title page cJf Tru, ts which, perhaps 
because for*thei* own Times, seem assuredly for no 
other. The seyen years Francis Thompson passed 
at Ushjw—a college near Dutham, which then 
possessed few literary traditions besides those of 
LingurJ, Watejton and Vviseman, ljut .can now 
boast Lafcatfio Hearn’s as well as Thompson’s own 
—we.e,no doubt, infiut ntvtl forhim;»or a certain 
individualism, still lingering in outstanding seats 
of learning, gave him'.a lucky freed..m to follow 
his own best-*-the ample reading of the classics. 
After Ushaw he went toOvVens College, to qualify 
for his father’s profession; irt his preliminary exami- 
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nation Sistinguishiiy; ifimself in Greek/JIis •at¬ 
tempts to translate dead la*ngi!nge Afo living 
dated*back tfc these days; though oi the <^jst of 
«■?)• ds, whLh s-ome who were amused and others 
who were iiaifttt-d put down to hi? own inventing, 
many were m^Se familiar to him ill his inter¬ 
course with ^lilton, with Shelley, witl^ Shaks-« 
pere*~his most \ifcal companions. If these poets 
went, like Alexander*as far as Chaos, and it 
Thompson haz^pjed one step more, os Emerson 
•wid Goethe did, Thompson too swung himself 
safely back jgain. In Manchester, Literature, if 
jtot Melancholy, Lad alrlady marked him for her 
os r*; and it was his Religio Medici rather than his 
Materia Medica that he put under h : s pillow-, 
perhaps the I urn p^ of Jt t suggesting to him his 
after im-jj/e al*out"the poet’s dreanting: / 

The hatdcsj pang ct hereon ° 

He lays his ntutinous hgad may be a Jamb’s stone. 

A definite reminiscence of the dissecting-room at 
Manchester may certainly be discovered in his 
allusion (in An A nth tin of Iiut t’ 1 ) to* the heart as 
Arms'J in purple like the house of kings, 
the regal heart that elites at Inst 

Tojtall the grey rat, and the carrton-worm 
Statelily lodge. 

Poftibly tllfc sorrowof filial duty unperformed— 
a sorrow deeper withliim Siap is common among 
such predestined delinquents—aggravated the 
bodily ailments which already beset him; and 
drastic, indeed, were the remedies he himself pre- 
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sci»be 4 - “ Physician, hearthyself the dire taunt 
took $iesfi* as it \vefe, in Fraficis ThonSpsort, and 
his pjjght w»s visible to all men. Hiaftel? he*could 
not save. Biography strangely repeats itseif, ntft 
in common mental experience c*ify.#but also in 
uncovenantted details of fact and ftjciaent. Like De 
Quiifcejr, whose writings he took into his blood, 
Thompson had a nervous illwss in*Manchester; 
like De Quincey heswent*to London, and knew 
Oxford Street for a stony-heartgcjstepmother; his 
wealth, like De Quince v’s once, lay in tvyo volumes; 
for he carried yEschylus in one pocket, Blake in 
tftij other; and the parallel might, if to # profit, be. 
further outdrawn. 

To m<$5t incongruoys modes ot making a living 
he now put his hand. His assistantship in* a shop 
neaj Leicester Square would h*ave Jitteu 5 him for 
the production of a record of Adventures \14nong 
Boots; ar^l later, as a “ Collector * for a book¬ 
seller he mjist often have bent beneath the sack, 
which, if heavjf, so he might contort hinjself, 
was at least hfavy with books. Of these things he 
spoke witn a matter-of-fact, all-accepting, sim¬ 
plicity when, a little latej; .sortie verses h'c sent to 
a magazine j^rcdght him believers, t\lui sought 
until they found him. ^fter a course ofSnedical 
treatment, he went to StoVrington.*'l'hatji>eau- 
tiful Sussex village has ncx.v its fi^ed place on 
the map of English "literature. For fhere it was 
that Francis* Thompson chscovered his possibili¬ 
ties as a poet. On its common he met the village 
girl, whom he calls “ Daisy,” in the verses that 
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are so namyd. And it vWs characteristic of tiiis 
poet that ffom tint ofdinary episodes oftitdigary 
days homade\is “ gulden musicsri’ Wfcen h*saw 
th«*sunsct at Stawington, tjie resulting Ode was 
dotted uith*lrictl landrnaris — trite cross, for 
instance, cust*rm»its shadow in the monastery 
garden. The cfliklren of the family in London, 
into wdiict he*was y ceived,* were the subjects of 
7V/ 1 1 ’, TheAln{tng of I’fo'ii, To Monica 'JInwJ't 
'Dwtg+To m* (fylfl.i !.!-—all in the fingt book of 
Poems, uliile^twoof theii number have a noblehcri- 
tage in Sister Songs. Constant to the en*l, when he 
djed som<i newly pencillecf lines were found, aij- 
dro^ssd “To Olivia,” a yet yotrtiger sister, recalling 
the strains of fifteen years before: 

I f^u Jo lo^e v qp,.Su ci t, because 
c'njtlio .imku.jdor of Io^s* 

'i. o men inotluy like*vis» # were addressed the’poems 
of Fair Love, labelled Love in 'Pit. ns Lap, of whych 
.Coventry Patmore said that “Lai^ra might have 
been ^aroud ”? hers also were many of the S\tio 
7b< wr. __ 

If, ‘therefore, as one critic after another de¬ 
clared, a poet had dropped from the skies—tfiosc 
skie^of Bght—of the Seventeenth Century, he 
dropped very much uppn she spot. “ Mr Tli mip- 
son mflit simply be Crashaw born again, but borh 
greater,” dcJ.’icd tht firs? o| his levicwe/s; and 
Mr Traill, in* The Nineteenth Century, inquired: 
“ Where, utiless perhaps here and there in a sonnet 
of Rossetti’s, has this^ort of sublimated enthu- 



Francis Thomson 

si|srrt for the bodily and spiritual beaut^cjf vvoman- 
hood*f@\«nd such *xpressio» between* the.age of 
the^tuartjaitd^>nr own?” Mr*Tia^Iadde<Jboldly 
his Belief—daring then, thoughacecptable enough 
now—that “ ajikc in wealth an^dignity of imagi¬ 
nation, in.depth and subtlety *if thought and in 
magic and mastery of language^”* England pos¬ 
sessed in this little volume the evideftce.of “a 
.-new poet of the first rrnk.” More expectedly, 
Coventry Patmore, in 7 he For*nigl:tly Rivtiw, 
hailed in tfie new-comer a discijjlfc of their common 
master, the Florentine poet cf FairEbve, and ex¬ 
pressed the opinion that “ Mr Thompson’s quali¬ 
ties ought to place him in the permaiferit ranks of 
fame.” The Hound of Ilriiv n, was to Patmore 
“ one oi the very f8vv great odes of u hicli the 
language cary boast.” * * " ’ ' 

ducV pronouncements.proved^at least that a 
poet, who hacr no friend* save su-h as his' pub¬ 
lished poems gained for "him, could count on an 
immediate recognition for high merits. For these 
tributes, andgnany more c/( like welcoming, placed 
him »; ~.antly out of range of the common 
casualties of criticism- And he had what poets of 
old ter their grfat sorrow lacked; he had trial by 
his peers; a kind* fate gave him fellow poets 
amo..g his reviewers. 

Perhaps a more convincing sign even tilanth.it 
of professional prare was conveyed 5 y the chance 
a’lusion he iighted on later in Lady Burne-Jones’s 
biography of her husband* “The winteVs labour,” 
she says, “was cheered by llte appearance of a smll 
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volume *af poems ^y«an author whose *n^pie 
(Francis Tmompspn^was till then unknown Jo us. 
The littl? t?pk moved him tc* atlnyratio§ and 
'hope.” And, speaking of 'l'/v I hand of Hftnwh 
Burne-Jonej lrirBSelf said: ‘‘ SincejGrjbiici’s ‘ Bles¬ 
sed Damozel^ nc.mVstic.il words have touched 
me. Shall I ever forget hoy I undressed and dressed 
again*arid hsftl to undress again—a tiling I most 
hate—because I could think nothing else ?” 

Sisttj- Sant's, published in 1895—the poem of 
vvhich Mr Williarn Archer has said that “ Shelley 
would have’adored it”—is a poem to readaloud; for 
sound anjl strise herein celebrate their divine nup¬ 
tial s,Oneoi the high memorieeof the present writer 
is tjjat of he iringitsoread by Mr George Wynd- 
ham at the hearthstone of Byron’s granddaughter. 
Tlje lines ine^in tliat TleSl with S'-*, dormant in 
the c^tild-girl, yielded the poet: perhaps ^is rifost 
amazing imagery. “ Superabundaflce,” murmured 
some—surely a “ fault * as happy as '"as ever * on 
of ^darn’s. Jhe chatg' of obAurity brought 
against the poem was ftiore apt; for*who that did 
not knm^ of his days—and hi-' nigh lu> fin the 
London streets, could followsuch a poignant piece 
of autobjpgmphy as this? 

Forlorn, jnct l.unt, and stark, t 
I h«4 enduffcd through watches of the dark 
The aba^ifcss inqi*isitio» of each star; 

Yea, was th*e outcast mark* 

(Jf all those heavenly passers' tcrutiny; 

Stood bound and helplessly 


XV 
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F»y Tpnc to s>!ioot his barKd/vunutcs at jrSc; 
bufl’cjcdclfe tramplulg hoof of'ov^ij hoi’* 
f . In nf^lg’s slow-wheeled car; 

♦Until the taulv dawn draggc^ me at length 
From undcf those .dread u heej- ■, and, bled of 
strength, « a 

I waited the inevitable last. 

, Then there jaftic past 
A child, like thee, a spring-flowir; but a liower 
'Fallen fin in the budded coional of Spring, 

And thiougji the eit\-streets bloiyijf withering. 

Slie pa -cd, — O bra\e, ’.id, lotingest, tender thing 1 
And of hei own siant pittance aid she giie, 

« That 1 miglft eat and live: 

Then fled, a swift and trackless fugitive. * 

And hoiv» shall that gnal episode be turned rrore 
explicitly? There are %ti|J a few t k hi;gs feft that 
cannot be uttered, or, if uttered, tjhat become the 
counterpart, even* for tKe Billina ear, of* that 
“tenuitj»of the bat’s cry t ” reported to elude the 
common hearing. It is even as Balzac, great talker 
himcelf, says, that everything (esj ecially •theo¬ 
logy I think)*is made cheaper by being discussed. 
Yet thfs'liinted-at story surpasses in romanefe that 
of De Quincey’s Arlne,.and'might, indeed, for a 
moment, reyeiie Rossetti’s just indictment of the 
lif. of “Jenny ”—“ It ijiakes a goblin of the sun.” 
For this “flower fallen from the baddedj-oaronal 
of Spring ” took roat and flourished, even in 
London mir^, and again the fragrant petals un¬ 
folded and the greenery grew. 

In New Poems Francis '^hompson put fdrrti in 
The Mistress oj I'tsUn his,stark gospel of *e- 



liiompson 

nunc.atioiv it is last wcurd of an^sctticilm 
whicfi fyactiScd as well as preached—most 
.strait in its abnegation of everything bu* the 
b'eauty his vej?e, unlike htf life, never could re¬ 
nounce. Cd^eny-y. Patmore, Thompson’s true 
“ Captain of J 5 #ng,” used to say that the young 
poet’s psose was even fillet than his poetry, and 
his t^Lk better thA btjth. This was a statement 
with the true Patmorean touch of paradox. Any 
way, fhe talk l&cf no reporter, and f>f his prose 
—his “ heroic pros.",” as it has been nailed—only- 
one example passed, dicing his life, into boqk 
form—tflei complaint made £>y Brother Ass, fhe 
Bbdy, against its rider,Soul. This was pub- 
liskfed under the title of •Health ami'Holiness, 
companioned 4 »y a N*t» from Father Tyrrell. 
Bilt his experiences in.prose, # as a reviewer, were 
widd* as his jympathias, and these were sanely 
universal. His articles* in The Acadevty, uruler 
,Mr Lewis Hind’s editorship, must blodr up many 
a sc Apbook.* Later, Jus contributions to’The 
Atbemrum afforded him his greatest ^taiUk^Qd^ 
stimulant; and onl.y with his death cam£ the 
eclipse of his # powers. Editors forbore to ba angry 
at his dejjiys, for, after a while ef wailing, they got 
from ham^atlast, what none else could give «t all. 

About teniveeks before tfieplarkness fell en him, 
the little flame of his life tegan visihJy to flicker. 
A change»to the country was advised; and he 
becarfte the carefully fcmded guest of Mr Wilfrid 
Blunt —not many miles from the Storrington of 

XVlj 
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his e'arlf’ Cove, to which, hdvrever, na'f wiltl arabs 
could any Jprtgqr draw him. He was^cfc wpak for 
any hravel, save that which broygfit him bad* to 
London—bettgr, he* himself \iul, but surely 
dying, as it seemed to solicitfius- eyas. 

Ten days before his death he Vvant as a private 
patient to the Hospital of St Johrr and* Sr.Eliza- 
beth, iq St John’s \Vood,:and there, at the age of 
forty-eight, on November 1^,-1907, he^ passed 
away at dawn—the dawn that w 9 s the death-hoiy 
in his ‘Dfcam Tryst. He was laid tb rest in fet 
I.Jary’s Cemetery, Kenaal Green. In his coffin were 
roses from the garden of Mr Georgtf &lercditR, 
inscribed.with Mr Meredith’s testimony, “A true 
poet, one of a smafi band and violets from 
kindred turf^vent to tB.eflea<>poeVs % byeast from 
thf hapd of her whose praises ]fe had divin'ely 
sung. Devoted friends lament him, »o less for him¬ 
self than for his singing He made all men his 
debtors, leavfng to those who loved him the 
memory of a unique^aersonahty, and 
to English poetry an 
imperishable 
name. 

W.M. 


7 Reprinted, mth ifAisi<*ns 9 
from The Atkinium 
of Ofg'pembcr 23, 1907. 
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DEDICATION OP “POEMS” 

•To WILFR.II> AND ALICE MEYMELL 

T F tfie rose in iraeek duty 
May dedicate humbly 
To her grower l 5 ie bealaty 
Wherewith she is comely; 

If the mine to the miner 
The jewels that pined in it; 

Esr.th to diviner 

The springs he divifted in it; 

To the grapes the wipe-pitcher 
* Their juice tlja^was crushed in it; 
Vibl to«jts witcher 

The Ausic la^ hushecl in it; 

If the lips may gay Gladness 
In laughters she wakenejl. 

And the heart to its sadness 
Weeping unslakened; 

I& the hid and sealed coffer 
. Whose having not his is, 

TJa tfie loosers may projleiT 
Tlieir finding—Jiere this is; 
*Their 4 ives if all livers 

To.the Life«f alMiying,— 

To you, O dear givers, 
hgive your own giving! 


XIK 
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DF.DUTAf ION OF “M^V/OEMS ” 

I'.. CO\T.N PRY P vrtUJRE 

L O.jnv bonk thints to lou^ Time’s leaguer down, 
U nder the bsinncrfif vour spread renown! 

Or if theseJevies of :mpu:s5unr # rlt\ me 
1'all to the overthrow of a-'uuhir.g Tim", 

\ et til's one page shall fend cGhvious s^i me, 

.Vmed with your crestfd and pervading Name.. 
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DAISY 

W HERE tl ie thistle lifts a purple <yown 
Six foot out «f the lurf. 

And the harebell shakes on the winjy hill — 
O the breafh of the distant surf!—- 
The hills look over on the South, 

And southward dreafhs the sei; 

Ajtd, with the sea-breeze h.Tnd in hand. 
Came innocence and sh#. 

V\ iie*e 'mid*the gora%the r.wpberrv 

• lied ft-; tlv Rath■*! tr «pi ma-, 

’{’•o cli.ldi..-:* did*’\^ti.i. .11 ! 4ilk 

. ;i * oi i, . i ., . 

Si.e listened with big-lipped sunrise, 
Breast-dfep 'midtower and sj^ne. 

Her skin was like a grape, whose \eins 1 
ftuiAnoiv instead of wine. 

She knjw i»ot those sweet uo’dssehj spake, 
•Nortncw her own sweet wa v; 
Bu^thert’fnever a bird* so sweet a song 
Tffi-ongejjn wln» 5 .e th*3at that day! 

Oh, there a t i c now ui 5 in ornrringf-pn 
On thg turf and oh the spray; 
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ler, beaut v smoothed earth’s furrowed face! 

r * 

She give me tokens thrtee:— 
r A loot?, a word of her winsome mouth. 

And a wild raspberry. 

A befrv red, a guileless loo... 

A still word,—strings of saisd! 

And yet thev made my t^ild, fwld heart 
,Fly down t»> her l.ttle hand. 

For, landing artless as the air, 

And candid as the skies. 

She took the berrjps with her hand. 

And the lo^e with her sweet eyei. 

TJje fairest things have fleetest end: 

Their scent survive* their T.se, 

But the rose’s scent is bitterness 
'To him ihtit loved, thre rose! 

Sift: looked a little wistfully, 

Then went her sunshine way:— 

The sea's eye had a rsist on it. 

And the leaves fell from the day. 

She went her unrtnnembering way, 

She # v ant, and left in me 
The pangof*all the parting. g>>nc, 

And partings vlat to be. 

Ghe left me njar^elliitg whv fn • soul 
W'i* sad that slie w as glad; 

At all the sadness in'the sweet, 

The sweetness in f hc sad. 



Poems on Children 

S$jll, still I seemsd'to see hlr, still 
LocJk up with soft replies, < 

,And take the {jerries wi;h her hand. 
And the with hei» lovely eyes. 

Nothing tiegins, and nothing ends, 
Thjt is ijot paid with ljioan; 

Fo¥ we are bori*in other’s pain. 

And perish in our'own. 


THE POPPY 
To Monica. 

(jMMER set lip to earth’s bo-om bafe, 
>>JAncl left^the flushed print in a poppy there: 
Like a yawn oj fire»froift flie grass it«came, 

And the fanning wind puffed it to flapping flame 

With burnt mouth redgike a lion's it drank 
The blood of the sun as he slaughtered Sank, 

And iipped its cup injrhe purpurate shine 
When the eastern conduits ran with wine; 

Tm u giew icuiaigieu with fierce bliss. 

And hot gs a«winked gipsy is. 

And droitsed in sleepy savageries, 
Withgpoufh*ijfide a-pout for a sultry kiss. 

A child and iflan paced sid£ bf side, 

Treading the skirts of eventide; 

But.b^tween the clasp of his hand and hers 
L*y, felt not, twenty withered years. 
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r 

3V*: t,ufned, with the roiftnf her du*k South hair, 
Asd saw^ihe peeping gipsy there; 

A!id snatched and snapped iyn ‘swift child’s; svliim 
With—“ K^ep it, long as you .lire! ”—to him. 

And his'smile, as nymphs froHj thfeir laving meres. 
Trembled up from a^ath of tears; 

And joy, like a mew sca-ro^ked a'part,' 

Tossed on the wave of this troubled heart. 

For he saw what she did not s^e, 

That— : as kindled by its own fervency— 

The verge shrivelled inward smoulderingly: 

And suddenly ’jwixt his hand and hers 
He knew the twenty withered years— 

No dower, but ttfenty shrivelled years. 

f , f r 

Was ne\er such thing unVil this hour,” 

Lov, to his heaft he said; v tli® flower 
Of step brings wakening to me*, 

And cjf‘oblivion memory. 

Was never this thing^to me,”'he said,* 

“ Though with bruised poppies my feet are red! 
/Vml again to his own heart very low ‘ 

O child! 1 love, fop I love and know; 

, « 1 , 

“ But you, whb love nor know at all* > 

fThe diverse chambtrs in Love’s guest-hall. 

Where some rise early, few sitjong: • 

In'how differing a r cents hear thS throng 
His great Pentecostal tongue; 

“ Who know not love from amity, 

Nor my reported self from me; 
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A fair fit gif{ is this, qge#eems, < 

You give—»this jvithering flower of dreams. _ 

CMrankly ficklg, »nd fickly>true. 

Do you know what*the days fvill dcf to you? 

To y our LovAnj’j ou what the days wM do, 

O frankly ficklej and fickly jrue? 

• • • 

“ You have loved mi*, Fa^r, three lives—or d lys: 
’Twill pass with the passing of my face. 

But whefe / go, youV face goes too, 

TcTwatch lest I play false to you. 

“ I am but, my sweet, yuut*foster-lover, 
Knqwjng well when certain yeaft are over 
You vanish from me to another; 

Yeti know, aqdjove, like^tlje foster-mother. 

“ So, frankly ficklp, aryl fipkly true! 

For my brief life*-while I take from you 
This token, fair and fit, mftseems. 

For me—this withering flower of drlams.* 

The sleep-flower sways in the wheat its head, 1 - 
Heavy witii'dreams, as* that with bread: 

The goodlyigr^n and the sun-flushed sleeper 

The r8aper leaps, and Time the reaper. 

• • • 

lhang’ff'id met? my needless bea4. 

And my iruit is^irearns, ft th^irs^s bread.: 

The goodly men and the sun-hazed sleeper 
Time shall reap; but aitef the reaper 
The world shall glean of i*e, me the sleeper! 
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Lo\e,iov^ your flc*wer of tytjiered dream 
In leaded rhyme'lies safe, I deem. 

Sheltered arfd shilt in a nook of rhysie, 
From the reaper mankind his rejipar Time. 

Love! I falHnto the claws of Time: 

• But ksts witliin a leaved rhyme 
All that the world of ilie esteems— • 

My withered dreams, my tyithered dreams. 


TO MONICA THOUGHT DYING 


Y OU, O th£ piteous you! 

Who all the long night through 
t'Anticipatediy 
Disclose your$el| to me 
Already in the ways 
Beyond our hujnan comfortable days; 

How can you de f em what ‘Death 
Impitfably saith 
To me, who listening wakfi 
Foi* your poor sate? 

When a grown woman dies, 
Youjcnow we think unceasingly 
What thingr sh'e said, how sweet, ho\v wise; 
And these do make our misery. 

But you were (you to me* 

The df?ad anticipated!/!) , r -*- t 

You—eleven years, was’t not, or so"?— 

Were just a child, you know; 
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A^id so yo^ru.-ver said 
< Things Swee;t immeditatably and wile 
To interdict front closure my wet e\es: 

But fowlMi things, my dead, my dead! 

Litde fndjaughable, 

Your age that fitted well. 

' And was it juch filings all urrnij morable, 

* Was it suoii things could make 
Me sob all night for your finplac.fble sake? 

l?.'t, isycfu said to me, 

In pretty make-believe of revelry, 

So, the night loqg, said Death 
With his magniloquent breath; 

(And that remembered laughtej, 

Whicji in our daily uses followftl after, ' 

Was all untunefi to pity and to awe): 

“ A arp of chocolate, 

One farthing iX the rate, 

Yon drink it through a straw.'] 

How t could I l..ow, how know 
Those laughing words wBen drenched«with sobbing so? 
Another.voice than yours, than yours, hcii.uk! 

Tsly dear, was’t worth Ids breath. 

His mighty Jitt*rance?—yet he saith, and saith! 

This dteadf#l Death to his own dreadfufness 
Dbtl^ dreadful wtong, 

This dreadful childish babble^n his tongue! 

That iron tongue, made to speak^entences ! 

And wisdom insupportably complete, 

Why should if only say the long night through, 

In mimicry of*you,— 

7 
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“g/l cup of.chocolute, 

'One farthing is the rate,' 

}' i.t driryc it thfough'a straw, a straw, a^traw! ” 

* 

Oh, of jll sentences, 

Piercingly incomplete 

Why did you teach that fatal moutli to/iraw, 

' Child, impermissible awe 
, From your,old trjyialness? 

Why have you done me jhis 
Most unsustainable wrbifg, 

Arid into Death’s control 
Betrayed the secret places q{ my soul? 

Teaching feim that his lips, 

Uttering tlicjr native earthquake and eclipse, 

Could never’So avail 

To rend from h<jm to hem r th‘e ultimate veil 
, Of this most desolate 
Spirit, and leave it'stripped arid desecrate,— 

Nay, never so have wrung 

From eyes aiid speech weakness unmanned, unmeet; ■ 
As when his terr^slc dotage to'repeat 
Its little lessoli learneth at your feet; 

As when Jie sits among 
His sepulchres, to play 
VVith broken to\s your hand has cast away, * 

With d-rel’ct trinkets of the darling voting. 

Why have you taught—that he might, so complete 
His awful panoply 
Frtm vour cast playthings—why, 

This dreadful childish babble to his tongue, 

Dreadful and swe -1 ? 
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THE MAK" 


i ✓ ' r \tr w if ii 


,A 


,Tbe Father or //•' U.L- C. »• 

OI*lN^laughter Mary, spin, 
OTfkirl your wljeel with silver dm ;• 
5pin,*daughter Mary, spin, 

Spin a tre* for Viola. 

—..._ » 

O | 

Sp;r., Queen Mary, a 
Brown tress for Viola! 

The Father of heaven. 11 

Weave, hands angelical, 

Weave a woof of §esh to pall— 
Weave, ha fids angelical— J 
Fifcsh tb'mall our Viola. 

Angels. \ 

Weave, singing brothers, i 
Velvet flesh for Viola! 

y 

The Father of Heaven. U1 

Scoop, yourtg Jesus, for her eyes, 
'Vodd-browned pools of Paradise— 
Youpg Jesus, for the eyes, 

’Tor the eyes’of Viola. 


Angels. 


Tint, Prince Jesus,* a * 
Disked eye for Viola! 
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The father ^Heaver* IV - 

Cast a star therein to drown, 

Life a torch in cavern brotvn, 

Sink a buruii^ star to slrdivn 
Whelmed in eyas of Vi^la, 

Angels. 

Lave, Prince.JSsus, a 
Star in eyes of Viola! * 

y 

The Father of Heaven. 

Breathe, Lord Paraclete, 

To a bubbled crystal meet— 

Breathe, Lord Paraclete— 

Crystal soul for V’ola. 

Angels. 

Breathe, Regal Spirit, a 
Flashing soul for Viola! 

Jhe Sather*of Heaven. VI 

Gh"tld-%ngels, from your wings 
Fall the roseal ho'ijrings, 

GLIlS-angels, from your wings, 

On the cheeks of Viola. 

Angels. 

Lingei! i«sy reflex, a 
Quenchless stain, on Viola! 

VII 

All things'being accomplished, faith the Rather of Heaven 
Biwr her down, and bearing, sing. 

Bear her down on*sp vless win£, 

Bear her down, aad bearing, sing, 

Witlj » sound of viola. 

10 
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Angels. 

Music as hef nlime is, a 
£>weet,sound of Viola! 

VIII* 

Wheeling g/igels, past espfal, 
Dancediiier down with sound of viol; 
Wheeling angels,«past espial, 
Descanting on “ Viola.” 

Angels. 

ding, in*our footing, a 
Lively lilt^of “ Viola! ” 

Baby smiled, mother jailed, 
Earthward while the sweetling sailed- 
Mother smiled, baby wailed, * 

* to anrth came Viola. 

And her elders shaUsay 

So soQn have '*e taught you a 
Way to weep, poor Viola! 
x 

Smile, sweet Baby, smile, , 

For you will have weeping-wihle;. 
Native in your Heaven is smile,— 
•But your weeping, Viola? 

Whgnce your sm : les, v.e mow, but ah 
Whence your weeping, Viola?— 
Our.htst gift t° you is a 
Gift*of tears, my Viola! 
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,TO<MY GODCHILP 
Francis-M. W. 5V1-. 

T HIS labouring, vast, Tpllunai* galleon, 
Riding at anchor off the oi.'ent sun, 

Ha'd broken its cable, and stood out to space 
Down some frore Arctic of the aerial ways: 

And iRjw, back wifrpirg ?.-om the inclement main. 
Its vapoureus shroudage drenched with icy rain, 

It swung into its azure roads again; . 

When, floated on the prosperous sun-gale, you 
Lit, a white halcyon auspice, ’mid ouf frozen crew. 

To thepiun, strange^, surely you belong, 

Giver of golden days and golden song; 

N^r is it by <tn all-unhappy plan , 

You b<*ar the name of me, his constant Magian. 

Yet ah ^from any other that it came, 

Lest fate$i to rpy fate you be, as to my name. 

When at the first those tidings did *hey bring, 

My heart turned troubled at the ominous thing: 
Though well may such a title him endower. 

For* whom a poet’s prayer implores a pOet’s power. 
Th5 Assisian, • .ho kept plighted faith tr three. 

To Song, to Sanctitude, and Poverty, 

(Ir. two alone of whomVnost singer- prove- ■ 

A fatal faithfulness of/luripg love!); 

He the sweet Sales, of*whom we scarcely ken 
How God ue could love more, he so loved men; 
The crown and crowned of Laura and Italy; 
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And Fletcher’s fellow—from these, and^tiolffr^n 
Take*you*your name, and take your legacy! • 

Or, if a right successive you declare 1 
When worms, fly vies, intejtwine my Jiair, 

Take but thi Pogsu that now followeth 
My clayey hejtfvitli sullen servile breath, 

Made jjien yaur happy ftl-edman by testasing deTth 
My song I do but liold for you in trust, 

I ask you but to blossoifl fOom my dust. 

When you have compassed all weak I began, 

Diviner pott, and ait! diviner man; , 

The man at feud with thejaerduring child 
hi vou before song’s altar nobly reconciled: 

Froiji the wise heavens I half shall smile to see 
How little a vtoild, which ottned you, ntftdcd me. 

If, while you keep ’he %ig*ls of the night. 

For yout"ild V-ais make datkness ulf too bright, 
Soni? lone orl} through your Ion' iy vvindflw peeps, 
As it played lover over four sweet sleeps, 

■Think it a gulden crevice in the sk*,-, 

Which I have*pierced but to behold vou by! 

And when, immortal mortal, droops tour head. 

And you, the child t f deathless song, are dead; 

Then, asiyoi* search with unaccustomed glance 
Th? ranffl of Paradise for mv countenance, 

Turryjot foiy tread along the TJranian sod 
Among the bearded counsellors of God; 

For, if in Eden as on earth»arawe, 

I sure shall keep a younger company: <? 

Pas* where'beneath their ranged gonfalons 
Hie starry cohorts shake their shielded suns, 
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Tile daear’ful mass'of thcir.en.’-idged sprats; _ 

Pass ivh'cre majestic.il tlic eternal peers, ' 

The 'tardy choice of the great §airftdom, meet— . 
A silvern segregation, globed ciutplete 
In sandalled 'ha'dow of the Trkape fe<ji; 

Pass by where wait, young poet-t^ivfarer, 

*You‘r ceusined dusters, tmulous to share* . 

With you the roseal lightnings burning’mid their hair; 
Pass th4 crystalline*sea, thJLa'ig ads seven:— 

Look for md*in the nurseries of (f v.vei. 


EX ORE INFAftftTTM 

L ittle jesus, wast Thou^hy 

Once^and just s<5 sftiall is I? 

And what did it {eel like, to.be ■’ 

Out of Heavcj, and just'like mef. 

Didst Thou sometimes *hink of there. 
And ask* where all the angels were? 

I should thipk that I w atYld cry 
For my hduse all made of sky; 

I would look ibou* - the air, 

And wonder -■ hoe my angels were; 

And at v, afcing ’tvvould distress me— 
N..*t an angel there to dress me! 

Hadst Thou ever any toys, 

T a'le u° li.ttle girls and boys? 

And didst Thou play in Heaven with all 
The angels, that were not too tall, 
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With starg for marjjleg? Did the thing% 
Play Cate you see me? through th&ir wing?? 

Didst Thou kjieal at nigh,t to pray, 

And didst '"H ou join Thy "hands* this way. 
A.id did tbfcy ^reSometimes, being young. 
And make the prayer sVan very long? 
Andakibt Thou like it best* tftat we 
Should join our hand^to pray to Thee? 

I used/o thiul* before I knew, 

.The prayer no? said unless we do. 

And did Thy Mother at the night * 

Kiss Tli^e, and fold the*lothes in right? 
*. 4 nd didst?Thote#eel quite good in bed. 
Kissed, and sweet, and Th^ prayers siil! 

Thou cans? not have forgotten all 
That it J;eels like to be small: 

And Thou kijow’st I cannot pray 
To Thee in my fatheris way— 

When Thou wast so little, say, 

CouVdst Th<?u talk Tty Father s way?— 
So, a little Child, come down 
Ancf hour a child’s tongue ,: ke Thy own; 
Take me by t the hand and wdk, 

Ayd lisl^n to my baby-talk. 

To Thy Father show my prayer 
(He^vill loot?. Thou art? so fair), 

And say: “( 3 ? father,<f, Thy^Son, 

Bring the prayer of a little one.” 

And He will smile, that children’s tongue 
Has not changed sipet* Thou wast young! 
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From “Sister Songs” 


*A CHILD’S .KISS r 

W HERE its uml-Cagc* w^s.enrooted, 
Sat, white-stiited. 

Sat, green-amiced and hare-footed, 

* Spring, amid her^nmstrelsy; 

There slfe sat amid her ladies; 

• Where the shade k 
S heen as Enna meai^ere Hades' 

Gloom fey thwa't Perseplione. 
Dewj; buds were interstiown 
ThroBgh her ties?es hanging dpwn. 

And her feat « 


V?eie nrost sw^ct. 

Tinned liker,ea-'.tars, rtisied brown. 

,A tlwong Bf ehihlren like ts> floweis weie ‘own 
About the £rass ifeside, or rlomb her knee: 

I looked who were that f.uouied company. 

/fnd one there stood 
Against the beamy flood 
Of sinking day, which, pouiina its abundance, 
Sublimed the Aluminous and volute redui. lance 
Of locks that, half dissolving, floated lOi.nd her face 
As see I mi^ht 

Far•off a hly-cluste^ poised in suit 

Dii,pread its gracile curls of light. 


* The umbrage of an elm-tree described earlier in Sister Sot." 
from which this and the six sneer :ding poems are drtachcd. 
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I knew wjjat chosey r hild W n1 there it pla^e* 

I kn5w dieie might no brows hr', save of o^ic, 
With*such Hesperian fulgence ?oni|l!isscd, , 
Which *n her movittg teemed tft. wheel about her head. 

O&rings little children, mo% loud your laud t uptatse,' 
for this is even Sylvja with her KOiet, feat ways! 

Tow iSvesome labours lay away. 

And prank you out in holiday, 

For'syllablify to Sylvia; 

And all'you bird*on bran^pes, lave your mouths,with May, 
To bear with me this burthen 
For singing to Sylvia! 

Spring, goddess, is it thou, desired long 5 

And art thou girfletf round jgi«h this young train?— 

If ever l did do the^ ease in song, 

Now of thy grace let me* ose meeJ oljtain, 

And list thou t$> one plain. 

Oh, keep still in thy traiTi, 

After the years when others theiefrom fade, 

This tiny, well-beloveu maid?* 

To whom*th# gate of my heart’s fortahcc, 

With all wnich«in it is, 

And the # shy ^lf who doth therein immew him 
’Gainst what loycLleaguereis Ijattailously woo him, 

I, briWal traitor So him, 

Set o^en for one lflss. # 

A kiss? fur a Quid’s kiss? 

Ayfc, goddess, even for this. 
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. Qncej bright flylviola! in days not far, 

Once-*—in that mghtmare-iime which st t -ll ik>th haur 
My d/eams, C grim, unbidden visitant— 

Forlorn, and faint,‘and stark, 

I had endured through 1 watches oPUip dark 
The abashless inquisition offacli star, 

Yea* wjs the outcast mqftc 

Of all iiiosc heavenly passeis scrutiny; 
Stood bound and helplessly 
For Time to t shoot bis barbed minutes at.me; 
Suffered the trampling hoof of ev ery hour 
In night’s slow-vi’heeled car; 

Until the tardy dafrn dragged me at length 
From under those dread wheels; and,.bled of 
J strcngth t 

I waited the [.nevitable kist, 

, Then there came'past 

A child ^ like thee, fi spring-flower'; but Tt flojvcr 
Fallen frpm the'budded coronal of Spring, 

And through th( city-streets blown withering. 

She passed,—O brave, sad, lovmgest; tender, thing';— 
And of her q,wn scant pittance did she give, 

• That 1 might eat and live: • 

Then fled, a swift and trpckltss fugitive'. 

Therefore I kissed in tfree .' 

The heart of Childhood, so divine for rbc; 

And her, tKyough wh.y'sbre wyiys, 

And wha$ un^hildishu^ivs, 

Borne from me nov<, as then, a trackless fugitive. 
Therefore I kjssed in thee 
Her, child! and innocenc’y, 
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And spring, an^l all timers that hat'e gone fronfyrfe, 
l\nd that shalT nt\ei bej 
•All vanished hopes, and all most Modeless miss, 
CamtVv^tli thee t<^ m\ kiss. 

And ah! so long^inyselt had strayed afar 

F'rom child, and woman, an-^the* boon earth’s green, 

And all wherewitn life's faeeAs/.ur beseen; 

Journeying its journey bare 
Five suns, except of the alUkissing sun 
Unktssed of one; 

Almost^I had forgot 
The healing hat ms, 

And whitest Witchery, a-lurk in that 
Auther.trc cestusof two girdling'arms: 

* And I remembered «iot 
The sflbtle Sandtities w.hich dart 
From childish bps’ unvalued precious britsh, 

Nor how it makes the sud<jpn lilies pi^sh 

Between the Toosenmg fibres of the heart. 

Then, that thy little kiss 
ShouM be to ijte all tins, 

Let workaday wisdom blink sage lids threat; 

Which toners a flight three hedgerows high, poor bat! 

And straightway charts me out the empyreaj air. 
Its chart I wirtjr not by, its canon of wortdi 
Scorn not, nor rcclj though mine should breed it mirth; 
And hows* thou afid I may re disjoint, 

Yet still my falcon* Spirit nvtke.f her point 
Over’the covert wflere 

Thou, sweetest cjuarry, ha* put in from her! 


c- 
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Soul'hi^sh these sad nunwers,foo\'ad to upraise 
In hymning bright trivia, unlearn d in such ways! 

Ot.r mournful moods lay we a%ay { 

And prank 01is thoughts in holiday, 

For syllabling to Sylvia; . 

JVhenall the birds on branchA lave tJfeir, mouths with JTSjfc 
'To bear with i*t fms burthen < 

'For singing to Sylvia! 


POET AN& ANCHORTtE 

L OVE* ami love’s beauty only hold their revels 
In life’s familiar, penetrable levels: 

What of its o*cean*-floqr? 

I dwell there«eve>rmofe. 

FroYn almost eaihcst ytmtl. 

,1 riysed the lills o’ the truth, 

And,forced her bend on me her shijnkmg \'ght; 
Ever I knewjsie Beauty’s eremite, 

In. antre of this lowly body set, 

Girt with a thirstysolitude of soul, 
latheless I not forget * 

How I have, even as the anchorite, 

I too, imperishjjig es'-eucgs t’hat console. 
Under my ruined passions, fallen sere, 

The wild dreatns**.tir, like little radiant girls 
Wnom in the moulted plugnage of the year 

Their comrades sweet have buritU to the curls. 
Yet, though their dedicated amorist, 
zo 
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How oft.en do«I bid m f visions hist, 

Deaf to them, pleading all tlic^r pijpous tails; 
\Vho tyeep, as weep jhe maidens of the mist • 
Clinging the^jecks of thc«unhei»ling lulls: 
‘And their tears»wasli them lo\ elier than before, 

T 1 "*.ut from griefAll our ?*id delight grows mor^. 
Fair are tjje soul’’, uncrisped tahns, indeed, 
Endiapered with many a Spiritual form 
Of blosmy-tifidtured wee?; 

But scarce itself is conscious of the stor? 

Suckled by it, a»;l only aftei stoim • 

Casts up its loosened thoughts upon the shore. 

To this end my deeps tye stirred; 

And I deem well why life unshared 
Was ordained me of }'ore. 

In painng-tiine,»ul: know, tl^c bud 
KipdlesVo its d topmost; splendour, 

• And tlft. 1 tender ■ 

Voice is tendirest in it^throat': 

Were its love, for ever nigh it, ' 
Ncver»by it, 

It might keep a vernal note, 

Tha crocean.and amethystine 
• In their pristine 
.Lustre linger on it^ coat. 

Therefore must my song-bower lone llf “ 
".That my tone be 
Frfis’h with dewy.p^in alway; 

She, who scorns my dearest ca*e ta’en, 
An uncertain 

Shadow of flip sprite of May. 
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THE OMEN 

Y EV is tl£re more, whet eat none? guesseth, love! f ‘ 
Upon the ending of my ffea^ly night 
(Whereof thou lfast no*t the sunni?(f, r.nd blight 
Is all that any mortal knot’s thereof), 

■ "Ti,'ou wert to me t^iat earnest r of day’s light, 
When, l.ke the back of a gold-mailed saurifln 
Hearing »ts slow length from Nilotic slime, 

The fh st long gleaming fissure runs Aurorian 
Athwart the yet dun firmament of prime.' 
Stretched on the margin of the cruel sea 
' Whence they *nad ie?cuedme, c 

With faint and painful pulses was I lying; 

',Not yet discerning well 
If I had ’scaped, or wery an icicle,“ 

Wleose thawing is its dying. ■ 

Like one* who sweats befofe a - despot’s i!atc,, 
Summoned by some presaging scroll of fate, 

And know;> not whether kiss or dagger wait; 

And<tll so sickened is Ins countenance, » 

The courtiers«feuz/., “Lo, doomed!” and look at him 
askance:— 

At Fate’s dread portal then 
pven so stood I, I ken, 

Even so stood I, between a joy and fear, 

Am'* said to mine own^fieart, “N^w* if tke end be 
here!” 

They say, Earth’s beauty seems completest 
To them that 'on their dejth-beds rest; 
Gentle lady! she n smiles sweetest 
Just ere she clasps us to her breast. 
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And I,—now my EarWi’s.countenance gttw ^fight, 
Did she but smile me towards that'nugtial-fn^ht? 
.But, yluleas on Sucji dubious bed 5 lay, 

•pne unforgotten .day, 

As » sick, child waking sees 
*Wide-eyed daisies 
Gazing on it froift its band, 

Slipped there foi its dear amazes;' 

So between tlij- father’s knifes 
1 saw thee stand, • 

* And through my hazes 
Of pain and rear 'bine eyesj young wonder shone. 
Thun, as Hies.scatter from a carrion, ' 

Of rooks in spicadmg gyres like broken smoke 
.Wheel, whey some sound 111011 quietifde has brokt 
Fled, at thy countenance, aW that doubting spawn: 

TJie hfcart which I had questioned sfoke, 
A cry iftipetuous.from it * depths w;y drawlf,— 

“I take the omen of tins face of dawn! ” 
And with the omen to my heart cam’s? thou. 

Even*with a spray of tears 
That one light draft was fixed there for the years. 
And now?— 

The hours-1 tread ooze memories of thee, Swept, 
iV’neath my casual feet. 

With* rainfall as the lea. 

The Jay is drcTfched with thee; 

In ln'/le exquisite furgrises 
Bubbling dcliciousness ot thee arises 

Frdhi sudden places, 

Under the common traces 
Of my most lethargied and customed paces. 
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fHE MJRAGE 

A S ai*.AnjJ> journcyeth 

Through a sain) of Ayatnap, 

Lean Thirst,' lolling its etugjccd tongue, 
Lagging by his snle aiolijg; ' 

And a lusty-wnfged Deaths 
.Grating its lefw flight before, 

Casting ribbed shadows o’er 
The blank desert,I,blank .and tan - 
He lifts by hap towaid where the morning's loots are 
His weary stare,— 

Secs, although they plashlcss mutes are, 

Set in a silver air 
Fountains of gelid shoots are, 

Slaking the ‘daylight fairest fair; 

Sees thf palm anu tamarind m 
Tangle the tresses of a phautom wind 
A sight like innocence when one hat sinned ! 
i A green and ipai4pn freshness smiling there, 

While with unblinking glare 
The tawny-hi^fjd desert croilehes watching her. 

’Tis a vision: 

Yet the grccnerips Eiysian 
He has known in tracts afar; 

Thus the enamouring fountains flow, 
Those the veryyrdms thatgrow, is 
By raie-gummed Sava, o- Horbalimar — 

Such a watered dream has tarried 
Trembling on my desert arid ; 

Even so 

Its lovely gleanings 
24 
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, Seeming;, ^show 
Of things not seemings ;« 

And I gaze, 

Knowing that, beyolul my wavs, 

Vcrdy 

All these *?>■, for rjiese arc She. 

Eve no gentlicr lays her cdoling cheek 
On the burning brow of the sick (^irth, 

Sisk witb,death,*and sick v^’tli birth, 
j\con to aeon, in secular fever twirfed, 

Than th) shadow soothes this wfcak 
And distempered b«ing of mule. 

In all jpork, rfiy hand lncludeth thine ; 

•Thou rushest down in every sticiyn 
Whose* passion f'ets’my spnit’s deepening gorge; 
Unhood’st mine ey^is-hcart,'and fliest my dream g 

# Thoj swTng’sf rlie hammers of forge; 
As the innocent rrAaon, that nothing uocs but shine, 
Moves all the labouring suiges of thc^wojld. 

•Pierce wher$ thou wilt the springing theyrght 
in me, 

And thcre»thy pictured countenance lies enfurled, 

As in tne-hut fern hes the imaged tree. 

Tlirs poor song that sings of thee, 

TITis fragile song, is but a cut led 

ell'oitfgat herci l f tom thy sea, 

And murmurous tIiIToI tfs nativity. 
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From “Sister Songs” 


THE CHILD-WOMAN 

f • 


O 'T'HOU most dear! 

Who art rhy sef’s complex<Rirjnony 
• • ‘ , God-set more facilefy; * 

. m ' To thee m;jf love draw near 
, Without bne blame or /ear, 


Unchidden s%\e by his humility: 

Thou Peiseus’ Shield! wHerein l view secure 
The mirrored Woman’s fateful-fair allure ! 


Whom Hfcavcn still leaves a twofold dignity, 

As girlhood gentle, and«as boyhood fiea 
With whom no most diaphanous webs cnwivjd* 

Tiie lunjd limbs of tiie rebukcless mind. 

Wild Diyad ! all unconscious of ttiy.tree,• 
t < With Winch indissolubly 

Tiie tyrannous time shall one da£ make thee whole 
Whose frank ai*liis pass unfretted through its bole: 

t Wdio wear's! thy fennneity 
Light as entrailed blossoms, that sl^ilt find. 

It erelong silver shackles unto thee. 

Thou whose young sex is yet but in thy soul;— 

As hoaidcd in the vine 


HaiTg the gold skins of undelirious winc^ 

As air sleeps, till it toss its limbs in brA/.e 

In whom the mysteyw, whicl^ luVcs a^d sunders. 
Grapples and tjirusts apatf$ endears, estranges, 
-n’he dragon to itt. own ficsperideS— 

Is gated under slow-ny olving changes, 

Manifold doors of heavy-hinged years* 

So once, ere Heaven’s eyes were filled wit 


wonders 



From “Sister Songs” 

i Laughter .rise from Tears® 

.Lay in beauty not jet mejlitj', 

Conuied m tr.inslucem.1es, 

m 7 

The antijjiaual Aphn^Jite, t 
Caved qjagically»under «nagic seas; 

Caved dreainlessly bineath the dreamful '■eas. 

• '• 

“Whose sex is in fhy soul!” 

What think we of thy sou^? 

W£hich h;y> no pjrts, and cannot grow, 
Unfurled not from an embiju^ 

Born of full stature, Inn al to control; 

And jvt pigmv’s yoke»must undergo. 

Yet nmy keep *pace and tarry, patient, kind, 

With its unwilling scholar, the dull, tardy mind; 

Must be ohsequiou* to the body’s poweis, 

Whose low hands mete its paths, set opj; and close its 
wavs; ■ 

Must«do ohei&nce to the days, 

And wait the little pleasure of the hojirs;. 

Yea, rqjc for kinirslup, jet must lie 
Captive in statuted minority! 

So is all ptiwer fulfilled, as soul in thee. 

So still the rflle'. by the juled takes rule, 

And wisdom jveaves itself i’ the loom o’ the fool.* 

The splendent sun no splendou; can display, 

Till on gi^^ tlrtnjjp he dash Ds broken ray, 

From cloud and trne_ ifffirtlow^r re-tossed in prismy 
spray. 

Did not obstruction's vessel hem it in, 

Force wpre not*force, would spill itself in vain; 

We know the Titan by his»champed chain. 
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From “Sister Songs” 

Stay jjs hcit’s cradle, it is rocV-d therein^, 

And by*check’s {land is burnished into light; 

If hay; were noni, would love burfi lowlier bji^i.i 
God’s Fair were guessed scarce*by! for opposite sin; 
Yea, and His IVlercy, I do thwilj it v^ell, 

Is flashed back from the Jirazcn twites of Hell. 

The heayefis decree , 

All power fulfil itself as soul in thee. 

For supreme Spirit'subjedt was to clay, 

And Law from its own sen'ants learned a law, 
And Liglij besought a lamp unro its way, 

And Awe was reined in awe. 

At one small "house of Nazareth; 

And Golgotha 

Saw Bresf.h to breathlessness resign its breath, 

And Life do homage fcr. its crown to death. 

TO A CHILD HEARD REPEATING HER 
MOTHER’S VERSES 

T HEN—as a nymph’s carven r head £weet water 
drips, 

Fbr others oozing so the cool del’gbt 
^ Which cannot steep hei Stiffened mouth of stone— 
Thy nescieiV lips repeat maternal strains. 

Memnonian lips! 

Snfitten with singing frote. mdiher’s erf..., 

And murmurous r .vith. musi'e not their own: 

Nay, the lips flexile, while the mind alone 
A passionless statue stands. 

Oh, pardon, innocent one! 

Pardon at thine 1 unconscious hands! 
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From “Sister Songs 


‘xVIurmurot^wjjth mus^ not 
<Vnd in that saying how do I i 


: then own,” 9 say ft 
And in that saying how do I missay, - 

When from the common sands 


Of pobrPst commofl*s(i-ech of tommon day 
Thine accents si£ syilden musics out! 

And ah, vac poets, J[ misdoubt, 

^.re little more tkap thou! 

We speak sf lesson taught we know not how, 
And what it is that fronr us flftws 
The hearer bfetter thtm the^utterer know,s. 


And thou, bright girl, not long shalt thou repeat 
Idly the music* from thy motlfcr caught; 

Not vainly has she wrought, 

Not vainly from the cloudward-jetting turret 
Of her'afirial mirtd, for thy w*ak feet, 

Let down the Silke* ladder of her thought. 

She feare tliee with a dfiuble [fain f 
Of the tfody and the spirit; 

Thou thy fleshly weeifs hast ta’£h, 

JTliy diviner weeds inherit! 

The precious streams which through thjtyoung lips roll 
Shall leavcPtjjeij^lovely delta in thy soul: 

Where sprites of so'essential kind 
Set their paces, 

Surelyy sjiall leave behind 
Tilt gret'o t Jces 
Of their spcvtllnce in»the«nind; 

And thou shalt, ere we vMl'may knpw it 
Turn that daintiness, a poet,— 
fElfin-ring 

Vyhere sweet parities foot and sing. 
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From $t Sister Songs” 

po it may be, so it shall be,— 

O, tal^e the prophecy from me ! 

Whatrif the'old nstidious sculptor, Time, 

Tins crcscens marvel'jofjhis hands 
Carveth all too painfully', 

And I who prophesy shall never {pe ? 

\JLhat if the niche of its,|predestined rhyme, 

Its aching niche,‘too long expectant Stands? 
Ye{, shall, he after sore delays 
On some cxjiltaf.t day af days 
The white enshrouding childhood raise 
From thy fair spirit, finished tor our gaze ; 

While we (bu v ’mongst that happy “we’ 
The prophet cannot be') 

While wt;,behold with no astonishments, 

With that serene fulfillment of delight 

, Wherewith we viev.' the sight 
( When the stars*pitch the gthden rents 
Of their‘high eifcampment’on the plains of night. 
Why should amazement be our satellite r 

What wonder in such thing;? 

If angels have.hereditary wings. 

If not by Salic law is handed down 
The poet’s itrown, 

To thee, born in the purple of the throne, 
The laurel must belong : , 

Thou, in thj^jTjother’singht 
Descendant of Castaliaij-chrismed kjpgs— 

O Princess cf the Blood of Song I 
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Froih “Sister Songs’ 


A FORETELLING OF THJfc? CHILD'S 
HjUSBANI) 

TJUf on^ijday whereof i'think, 

-D One*hall dip his hand to drink 
In .that still water o* tjiy soul, 

Aid its imaged tremors race 
Over thy joy-troubled fate, 

As'the inrSrvolvAl rc'Iechons rpll 
From*a shaken fountain’s brink, 

V^ith swift light wrinkling its alcove. 
Froih^the hovering wing of Love 
The wartn stain shall flit roseal on thy cheek. 

Then, sw^et blushet! whenas he, 

The destined paramount of jhy universe, 

Who has ho worlds to sigh for, rulihg thec,^ 
Ascends his vermeil tlyone orcnjpery, 

One grace alory: I seek. 

Oh! jnay this treasure-galleon of my v*erse? 

Fraught w^th its golden passion, oared with cadent 
rhyme, 

Set with a ttttve^ing press of fantasies, 

l^rop safely Vown the time, 

Leaving giine lsled self behind it far,, 

Soon to be^hkgn.in the abysm of seas, 

(As down-4!ne years*th^f' .naour voyages 

From some lu!>g^uinedanc>nig;ht-submergcd star), 
And in thy subjeit sovereign’s Vavening hfart 
Anchor the freightage oPtts virgin ore; 

Auding its wasteful more 



From “Sister Songs” 

To Ju r ow.. overflowing treasury. 

So through his 11 \ er mine shall reach ttiy sea* 
ijeaiVig its confluent put; 

In his pulsi mine !§ialt thrill; 

And the quick heart'shall quicken’from the heart 
that’s still. 

N'ow pass \ou7 ways, fair bird, dnd pass your ivays, 
If you will; 

I have you tlnqigh fh; days. - 
And flit or hold you still, , 

And perch you udu re you list 
On udoat ion st ,— 

You arc mine through the times. 

I have clyight you Just for tv a in a tangle of szvee, 
rhymes. 

And in your youtig maidenjiiorn. 

You may* scorn. 

But you must he 
Btyind'and sociat, to me; 

Il'it If this thread from out the tomb my dead hand snail 
tether thee! ,, 
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Love in Dian’s Lap 


BEFORE HER PORTRAIT #N t OUTJI 

A S*lovers, banis§^d from they- lady’^ face, 

. And hapeles* of her grace, 

F^shioifa ghostly switness indts place. 

Fondly atjote 

Some steal th-w on cast attire she wore, 

A kerchief, or a glove: 

And*at the lever’s Deck 
Into the gloVe theseileets the hand, 

Or at impetuous command 
Up from the kerchief floats the virgin neck: 

So I, in vefy lowlihe^d of love,— 

• * TcRd shyly reverencing 

To let one thought’s light footfall smftoth 
Tread neai^the Ifting, consecftted tRirn*.— 
Treasure me th^ cast youth. 

This outworn vesture, tenantless of thet. 

Hath yet my knee. 

For that, with show and semblance fitr 
Of tjje past Her 

Who onw the beautiful, discarded raiment bare, 

It ch?ateth me. 

As gale tr*gaje drifts breath 
Of blooms’ de*th^. 

So dropping down iife^years irorjt hour to hour 
This dead youth’s scent is waited me to-day: 

I sit, and from the fragrant dream the flower. 

So, theft, shg looked (I say); 

AndLso her front^unk down 
Heavy4aeneath the poet’s iron cro\jn» 
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Loye in Dian's Lap 

On her mouth muserfft sweet- 1 — 

(Esfcn an the twin lips meet) 

Did thought and sadness gjeet: 

Sighs 

In those mournful c/csf 
. So put on visibilities ' - 

As viewless ether turnS, in deep on deep, tc^dyea. 

Thijs, long ago, 

She kept her meditative padres slow 

Through maulen meads, with waved shadow and gleam 

Of locks half-lifted on the winds of dream. 

Till love up-caught her «o his chariot’s glcJVv. 

Yet, voluntary, happier Proserpine, 

Thi^.drooping flower of youth thou Iettest fall 
I, faring in the cockshut-lighf, astray,. 

| Find on my ’lathi way, , 

And stoop, and gather for metaorial, 

And lay,it on my bosom, and make it mine. 

To this, the-all ef love the stars allow me, 

I dedicate and vow me. , 

I reach back through the days 
A trothed hand to the dead the last trump shall not 
raise. 

Th,e water-wraith that cries 
From those eternal sorrows of thy pictured ev es 
Entwines and draws me dpjvn their,soundle:* intricacies! 
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Love in Dian’s Lap 


TO A POET BREAKING SILJENCE. 

• ''•I v OO wearily had v,a and song 
A Been»l#ft to look and left t% long, 

.Vta, song"ant^A’e*to long and look, 

Since thine*acquainted^ect forsook 
The«nountSin where the’Muses hymn. 
For Sinai and the Seraphim.. , 

Now in both the mountains’ shine 
Dress thy countenance, twice divine! 

From Moses and dhe Muses draw 
The 'Fables of thy double Law! 

Tlis rod-born fount andCastaly 
Let the one rock bring forth for thee. 
Renewing so from eitliej" spring 
The songs which boll® thy countries sing: 
Or,we shflll fe*ar lest, Ravened thus long. 
Thou should’st forget thy native song, „ 
And mar thy mortal ftielodies 1 
With broke* stammer of the skies. 

Ah! let the sweet birds of the 66rd 
WitTi^arjh’s Waters make accord; 
TeachTow the crucifix may be 
Qarven^rom the laurel-tree, 

Fruit of tji% Hesperides 
Bullish tak^omEden-trees, 

The Musey«arred gfovdbe^wet 
With the red dew of Olivet, 

And Sappho lay burning brows 
In white?Cecelia’s lap of snows! 


15 
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Love in Dian's Lap 

I think thy girlhood’s yj-'tchers mu?. 
Have took thy folded songs on trust. 

And /elt tncm, as one feels the stir 
Of still lightning's in the nab. 

When conscious hush eypects .he cloud 
To speak the golden secret! loud 
,Which tacit air.is'privy to; 

Flashed in the grape the wine they knew. 
Ere thy poet-mouth was able 
For its first young starry babble. 

Keep’st thou not yet that subtle grace? ■ 
Yea, in this silent interspace, 

God sets His poeAs in thy face ! t 1 

The loom which mortal verse affords. 
Out of weak and mortal wos'ds, 

Wovest thou thy'singing-weed in, 

To a rune of thy fgr Eden. 

Vain are ell disguises-! Ah, ,, 

Heavenly, incognital 

Thy mien bewrayeth through that wrong 
The great Uranian House of Song! 

As the vintages of earth , 

*Taste of the sun that riped their bi.th. 
We know what never-cadent Sun 
Thy liunped clusters throbbed uprjn. 
What plumed feet the winep.ess trof^; 
Thy wine is flavorous of Cod. 

Whatever singing-robe thouV/ear 
Has ihe Paradisal air;^ 

And some gold feather it has kept 
Shows what Floor it lately I wept. 
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Love in Dian’s Lap 

A CARRIER SONG 

S INCE jou have waned*from us 
Fai"«j|t of women! 

J am« darkened cage 

-■iT'»cSin°t hyijin in. 
fv' - bongs have followed you, 

Uke birds the summer; 

Ah! bring’them back to me, ‘ 
Swiftly, dear <?omer! 

Str.-p bint , 

Her to hymn 4 

Might leaz’e their -portals; 

And at my feet learn 
The harping of mortalsJ 

Whereso%our angel is. 

My ary»el goeth; 

I am left guardianless. 

Paradise '.nowetli! 

I have Heaven left 
To weep my wrongs to; 
ft ~aY p n, when vou went from us, 
\yent with my songs too. 

- Seraphim, 

•Iier to hymn , 
ilijg/i# leaz<e their portals; 
And at my feeflgcyn 
The harping of mortals! ‘ 

‘ I hav£ no fngels left 

Now, Sweet,*to pray to: 



Love in Dian’s Lap 

Where you have nfSHe youi»shrfh§ 

(- Thgy are away to. 

They have struck Heaven’s tent, 
jf^nd gone to cover y/,i' t: 

Whereso vou keep ccfar st*:,e 
Heaven is ^itched otc you l 
SertipTsim, 

Her to hymn , 

Alight leaz-e their -portals; 

A ml at my feet learn 
A he harping of mortals/ 

She that is l5eaven’s Queen * 

Iler title borrows. 

For that she, pitiful, 

Beareth dun sorrows. 

£?o thou, Regina mi, 

Spes infirmortitu; 

Witjv all our grieving crowned 
Alater dolorutnf 
Seraphim, 

Her to hymn, 

Alight leaz-e their portals; 
And at my feet learn , 

A he harping of mart of^ ' 

Yet, envious covet«^_ 

Of ojheS’s grievingU 

This lonely longing vet 
’Scapeth youf reaving. 

Cruel to take from a ^ 

Sinner his He.-ven! 



Love in Dian's Lap 

Think you with contrite smile$ 0 
To be fofgivcn? 

. Seraphim, 
m Her to hymn, 

’Id light leave their petals; 
Ana at my feet learn 

The harping of mortals! 

• 

Peniteitf! give me bacfc 
. Angejs, and # Heaven; 

Render your stolen self, 

And Be forgiven! 

Few frontier Heaven from you? 

For my soul prays, Sweet, 
Still to your face in Heaven, 
Heaven in your face, Sweet! 

? eraphith , 
ler to hymn. 

Might leave their portals; 
And at fay feet leitrn , 
The harping of mortals! 


HER PORTRAIT 
but j^ie heavenly grammar did IJiolJ 
Of tjjat high speech which angels’ tongues turn 
gold 

So should her d.»r»tiiless beaufy take no wrong. 

Praised in her own great kindred’s fit and cognate tongue 
Or if that language yet“with us abode 
Which Adam In rhj; garden talked with God! 
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But uupun%:mpcied speech descends—poor/ieirs! 
Grirriy and rough-cast still /ronfBabel’s*Drickl*yers: 
Curse en the 8ruti$h jargon we inherit, 

Strong'hut to damn, not memorise, a spirit! 

A cheek, A lip, a Jjmb, a43osom, they r . 

Move with light ease in speech ot fV^rkiffg-day; • 

And women we do use to f raise even ». 

But here the gates we bhrst, and to the temple go. 
Their praise wgre hey dispraise; who dare, who dare, 
Adulate the seraphim for theyr burning hair? 

How, if with them I dared, here should I dare it? 
How praise the woman, who but know the spirit? 
Hcr.v praise the colour of her eyes, uncaught' 

While they were coloured with her varying thovgfnt? 
How her mouth’s shape, who only use to know 
What tender shape her speech will fit it to? 

Or her lips’ red,ness, when their joined veil 
Song’s^'ervid hand has parted till it Ivors them pale? 

If I would praise Ivor soul (temerarious'if!) 

All must be mystery and hieroglyph., 

Heaven, which pot oft is prodigal of its more 
To singers, in their song too great before; 

By which the hierarch of large ooesy is »■ 

Restrained to his one sacred benefice; 

Only for her tHe salutary awe 
Relaxes and stern canon of its law; 

Towner alone concedes pluralities, 

In her alone to reconcile agrees 

The Muse, the Graces, and the Charities; 

To her, who can the trust so well co;tducf, 

To her it gives the use, to us the usu'ruct. 
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VS "Hat of tK% dear administress then ma y 
I utter, though 1 spoke her or.n carved perfect way? 
JVhat of her daily gracious converse kit own, 

Whose haavenly despotism must needs dethrone 
And subjugate alk't'etncss but its owni 
Deep in my heart sulfides the infrequent word. 

And there dies slowly throbbing like a wounded bird. 
What of her silence, that outsweetens speech? • 

What of her thoughts, high masks far mine own 
thoughts tc»reach?j« 

Yet (Chaucer’s antique sentence so to turn), 

Most gladly will 'lie teacii, and gladly learn; 

And teaching her, by her enchanting art, 

The ma$»er threefold learns for all he can impart. 

Now all is Said, and all being said,—aye me! . 

There yet remains unsaid the nery She. 

Nay, to conclude (so to conclude I dare), 

If of her virtues you Ivade thtfsnare* 

Then for her faults £ou ’ll fall in love with her- 

Alas,*and I have spoken of her Muse— 

Her Muse, that died with her auroral de«F 
Learn, the R'ise cherubim from harps of gold 
Seduce a frepid’afing music manifold;- 
But the superJbr seraphim do know 
None otHer music but to flame and glow. 

So she firsjjtjfitted o-a our frosty earth, 

A sad musician, of .cllehtbic birth, 

Playing *o alien bars—which did fiBt prize 
The uncomprehended mSsic of the skies— 

The exiled airs qf herhar Paradise. 
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But spbn from her own harpin^s taking fire/ 

1 In fove and light her melodies expire. 

Now IIeaven*’alTords her, for her silenced hymn, 

A dodble portion of tlie<seraphi«. ■ 

At the^ifh odours f!om her heaf f that rise, 

My soul remembers its lost Parade, 

And antenatal gales blmv from Heave ■ s shores of spicS; 
I grow essential all, uncloaking me 
From this encumbering virility, 

And feel the primal sex of heaven and poetry: 

And parting from her, in me linger on, 

Vague snakches of Uranian antiphon. 


'TIow to the petty prison could she shrink 
Of feminrity?—Nay, but I think 
In a dear courtesy her spirit would' 

Woman assurjje, for grace to womanhood. 

Or, iletaress to the.virguv,Sanctit»le , 

Of r/.icint withdrawal’s sweet, courted pale', 

She took the cloistral flesh, the sexudFlreil, 

Of {ter sad, aboriginal sisterhood; 

The habit c-f cloistral flesh which founding five indued. 


Thus do I know her: but for what mem call 
Beauty—the loveliness corporeal, 

Its most just'praise a thing unproper weve 
To singer or to listener, me or her., ’ ’ 
ifhc wears that body but as one indues 
A robe, half careless* for it is the use; 
Although frer soul and it so fair agree, 

We sure may, unattaint of heresy* 

Conceit it might the soul’s begetter be. 
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th e immortal aaauiu ceaso to contemplate, 

The mortal part suggests its*every trait., 

' God laid His fing*s on the ivories 
Of her pure meml^rs as on smoothed keys, , 

And there out-rfareat^ed her spirit’s hJ^mofircs, 

IJ11 speak i lift 1 ■ proudly:—I disdain 
To count the beauty worth rAy.wish or gain, 
Which the dull daily fool can covet or obtain^ 

I do confess the fairtiess of the spoil. 

But from such rivalry it takes a soil. 

For her I ’ll proudlier speak:—how could it^be 
That I should praise the gilding or* the psaltery? 
’Tis rtf>t for her to hold that prize a prize. 

Or prafsf much praise, though p/oudest in its wise, 
To wjiich even hopes of merely women rise.* 

Such strife would to the vanquished laurels yield, 
Against her suffere’tj to have lost a field. * 

Herself lfiust witlj herself he sole compeer, 

Unless the peopL of her distant sphere 
Some gold migration send to melodise thfc year. 


Yet i i*ave telfwliat terrors may consort 
In women’s* cheeks, the Graces’ soft rescyt; 

My hand hath.shook at gentle hands’ access, 
And tre»ib!cd at fhe waving of a tress; 

My blood known ^>hnic fear, *nd fled dismayed, 
Where ladies’ eyes have set their*ambuscade. 
The rustle of a robe h#th been to me 
The vtry rat|le of*love’s musketry; 
Affh*oughany hea#t ha;h beat the loud advance, 
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1 lia-i^e ? ccoil'ed before a challenging glance, 

Proved g->y alarms where warlike ribbons danci. 

And fr^m it all, thi% knowledge have I got,— 

■The whole that others h^ve, is less tfyrp they have not; 
All which makes Ether women ncted fan?, 

Unnoted would remain an|| overshcfiie f in her. 

How should I gauge what beauty is hei dole,' 

Who cannot seg her qountenance for her soul, 

As birds see not the cwsmcnt,for the sky? 1 
And, as ’tis check they prove its presence by. 

I know not Of her body till I find 

My flight debarred the heaven of her mind. ‘ 

TlSs is the face whence all should ccpied*be, 

Did God ni^ke replicas ‘of such as she- 
Its presence felt by what it does abate, 

Because the soul shines through tempered'and mitigate: 
Where-t-as a figure labouring at nigfft 
Beside che^body of a splendid light— 

Dark Time works hidden by ils luminousness; 

And epery line he labours to impress • 

Turns added fc s*,uty, like the veins that run 
Athwart a leaf which hangs against the sun. 

The^p regent Melancholy wide-controls; 

There Earth- and- Heaven-Love play for aureolas; 
There Sweetness out of Sadness breaks at fh ~ 

Likf. bubbles on dark water, or as flit*. 

A sudden silver fin through its deep infi:ii*es; 

There amorotwThought has sucked pale Fancy’s breath. 
And Tenderness sits looking toward 'he lands of jleath; 
There Feeling stills her breathing with hel hand, >» 
And Dream from Melancholy part wrests the wand; 
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' And on this tidy’s h««rt, looked you so deep, 
Poor Poetry has rocked hiftiself to sleey 
Upon the heavy*blossom of her lip» 

Hihgf the bee R^isi*ig; nigK, her lids eclipse 
Each half-oc^ftltea^tar beneath thirties; 
And in the contemplation of those eyel, 
"Passionless passion, wild tranquillities. 


EPILOGUE 

FO TO E POET’S SITTER. 

Wherti* he excuseth himselffor the Manner 
oj the Portraj^ 

A LAS! now wilt thou chide, and say deem) 

My figured descant hides the simple theme: 
Or, ill another wi^p reproving, say 
I iH observe thine own high reticent way. 

Oh, pardon, t huri testify # oLfchee ^ 

What thou couldst never speak, nor othSrs be! 

Yci ^1U1 U1C UUUIL 13 UUL 1UU1C uiuutcur 

Of what*^ie gazer’s eyes makes so intent), 

She wiil but smile, peri^ps, that I find my fair 
Sufficing sc<jpe in such strait theme as her. 

“Bird of tjjp suifc! the stars’ wild honey bee! 

Is you*£old browsing done so thoroughly? 

Or sinks a sin^ajl^ving to narrow nest in me?” 
(Thurshe might say: for not fins lowly nein 
Out-deprecates hy deprecating strain.) 

Oh, jrbu mistake, dear lady, quite; nor know 
Ether waystrict sfe vow, its loftiness as low! 
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Low in 'DLn \ Lap 

'iih£heaven$ do not advance^ieir ma^st v 
Over rheir fiarge; bcyoifd his empery 
T’l^ensigns of the wind are n.'f unfurled. 

His reign is hooped in l\v the the v.orflh 

’Tis not the continent, but tl;e„'on!Jhied, 

That pleasa'ance makes or prison, loose or Jined. 
Too much alike or lirt'e capti ves me, 

For airoppression is captivity. 

Wha't growt.th to-its height deminds no higher; 

The limit limits not, but the desire. 

J\Ve, therefore, with a sftre instinctive mind, 

An equal spaciousr>ss of bondage find . 

In confines far or near, of air or Gur own kind. 

Our looks and longings, which affront the surs, 

Mo^st richl/bruised against their*gc1Jen bar?, 
De|‘gi;tcd captives of tfiqir flaming spears, 

Find a restraint/esrr.iinless whiciwppears 
As that is, and so simply natural, 

In you;—the fair detention freedo'm call, 

And overs’crtll with fancies the loved prison-wall. 

Such sweet captivity, and only suchp • 

In you, as in those golden Bars, we touch! 

Our gazes for sufficing limits know 
The firmament above, your face b’efovV? - 
' Our longings arc consented with the skies, 

Contented with the.heaven, and you? eyes.. 

My restless wings, that beat the whole world through, 
Flag on the confines of the sun ahd you; 

And find the human pale remoter of ftic tuo. 
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After Her Going 


AFTER'*HE^ GOING 

T HE aft£r-even! All,-did I wait, 

■ndeod, in<Jter or even? 

For p tiling %f me or around 
• T . absent Sflid did leaven, 

Fel .a my &>ouy as its Sfc>ul, 

■:L in my Soul its heaven. 

“Ah me' mv •ery flesh turns«soiu, # 
Essenr-'d,”-.I sighe^l, “ with bliss!” 
/_3'' the 1 la el bird held his lutany. 
All fragrant-through with bliss; 
And all things stilled w*re asja maid 
•Sweet with a single kiss. 

For grief of perfect fairness, eve 
Could nothing do but smile; 

The time w&Jtar too pjypfect fair. 
Being but_for a wljile; 

And ah, in ax, too 

Blinded herself with smile! 


The sunset at its radiant heart - 
Had somewhat unconfest: 

The4)ird was loath of speech, its song 
^dalf-refluent on its breast. 

And m*de melodious toyings with' 

A-note o?-two at best. 

Xnd she wjis'gone, my SQle, my Fair, 

* Ah, sdle my Fair, waspgpfte! 

Metliinks, throughout the world ’twere right 

• I had # been sad alone; 

Aifd yet. suejh swget in all things’ heart. 

And such sweet in my own! 
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A Fallen Yew 


A FALLEN YEW 

* i» 

I T seemed corrival of the worHc great prime. 

Made t<j un-edge the scytlfeof Time, 

And last with stateliest rhyme. 

No tender Dryad ever did indue 
That rigid chiton of rough yew. 

To frer her white fle-h through: 

But some god, like to those grim AsgarcTlords 
Who walk the Jables of the hordes 
From Scandinavian fjords, 

« ^ 

Upheavid its stubborn girth, and raised unriven, 
Against the whirl-bhtst and the levin, 

Defiant arms to Heaven. 

1 <■ 

When’doom puffed out the stars._ive might have said. 
It would dedfile iii'xieavy head, 

And see the world to bed. 

For this mm yew did from the vassal leas,. 

And rain and air, its tributaries, . 

Its revenues increase, 

O , 

And levy impost on the golden sun,. 

Take the blind years as they ncfight run', 

And no fate seek car shun. 

But now Our yew is strook, is fallen—yea 
Hacked like dull wood of every day 
To this and that, men say. 

v 
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A Fallen Yew 

Nearer!- -T<* Hades* Shadowy shipvard| gone. 

Dim barge of Dis, dowiN^cheron - 
It drops, of L<jthe wan. 

Stirred by itj*f.ti^-^poor destlhed bade of Dis!— 
Altfng my soul# bruit there is 
Of echoing images. 

Reverberations of^mortality: 

Spelt backward from its death, to me 
Its life reads saddeiftdly. 

Its breast was hollowed as the. tooth of efd; 

And boys, there creepii% unlJbheld, 

"A laughing moment dwelhO. 

iTetthey, within its very heart so crept, 

Reached not t]ye heart that courage kept 
’ \Vith winds and years !resw<^>t. 

And in its bougfffcdid clo|gjj^Jyjj^lly nest 
The birds, as they Within its breast, 

By all its l&ves caressed. 

But bir4 nor child might touch by any art 
Each Other!* or the tree’s hid heart, 

A'whde God’s breadth apart; 

The SreadtR of pod, the’breadth of death and life! 
Ever^so, even So, in undreamed strife 
With puls#l??s Law, thowife,— 

The sweetest wife on ^weetest marriage-ftay,— 
Their souls at gfapplc in mid-way, 

*&\feet t« her sweet may say: 
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A Fallen Yew 

I take you to my inmoU heart, my true!.” 

Ah, tool! but th _re is one heart you 
Shall never take him to! ' 

The hold-that faKs not when <d. cut own is got, 
The 1 eart’s heart, whose'immured plctf 
Hath keys yoi*rself keep r ot! 

Its ports you cannot burst—you are withstood— 
For Mm that to your listening blood 
Sends precepts at he would. 

Its gates are deaf to Love, high summoner; 

Yea, Love‘S great warrant runs not there: 

You are y^ur prisoner. 

Yourself are with yourself the sole consortyess , 

In that unleaguerable fortress; 

It know? yoiSmot for portress. 

Itr-keys are at the cincture hying of God; 

Its gates*afe*tfepicu.t\»co Hrs nod; 

By Him its floors are trod. 

And if'his feet shall rock those floors in wrath, 
Or blest aspersion sleek His pqth^ 

Is only choi^ Jt bath. 

’ Yea, in that ultls^tS heart’s occuit abode 
' To lie as in an oubliette of God; 

Or as.f Jbowfr untrod, ■ 

Built by a secret Lover for His Spouse;— 

Sole choice is this your lije allows. 

Sad tree, whose perishing boughs 
So few birds house! 
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i ne Wound ol Hpaven ' 


THE H.OUKD o\ IIKAVSn 

I FLED H'm, dwu'n ;he nights end'd own the days; 

I fled Him, i^r.vS the arches of tire y%ars; 

1 fled Him, down thejabyrinthk.e ways 
0f ray own mind; and in thc-*nyst of tears 
I hid from Ilim, arid under running laughter. 

Up vis toed hopes I spad; 

And shot, precipitated 
Adown T'tanic glooms of chasmed fears, 

From those strong Feel that followed, followed after 
'Bat with unhurfying^hase, 

And unperturbed pace, 
Deliberatcspeed, majestic infancy. 

They beat—and « yoke beat 
More instant thai^he Feet— 

“ All things b^trly thee a who bdtrayest Me ”< 


I pieacea, UQtiaw-wise, 

By many a hearted iasement, curtained red 
Trellised with intertwining charities; • 
(For, thougRJ knew His love Who followed, 
Yet was I so/e adread 

Lest, having ifigi, I must have naught beside); 
But, if one little casement parted wide, 

The gustrfif His approach would clash it to. 
Fear wist not to evade, as Love vdstjo pursue. 
Across the Ihargent of the world 1 Tied, 

And troubled the gdld gateways of the stars, 
Smitiijg Sqi shelter on their clangdd bars; 

¥ retted to dulcet j ars 



The Hound of Heaven 

Amf silvern chatter the pale peats o’ the moon. 

I said to dawn, Be sudden; to eve, Be soon; 

Wi*h thy young skiey blossoms hfcap me over 
From this tremendous Lover! 

Float thy vague veil about me, lest He-see: 

I tempted all His servitors, butfto find 
My c.vn betrayal in tdiclr constancy. 

In faith to Him their fickleness to me, 

Their trafioroul trueness, and their loyal deceit. 

To all swift things for swiftness did I sue; 

Clung.to the whistling mai\e of every wind. 

But whether they swept, smoothly fleet, 

The long savkjnahs of the blue; , 

Or whether, Thunder-driven, 

They clangecj his chariot ’thwart a heaven 
Plashv with flying lightnings round the spurn o’ their 
feet:— 

Ffartivist not to evade as Love vust to pursue.” 

S t al l . -, i ± . :jn hurrying chase, 

And unperturbid pace, 

DeliWjte speed, majestic instancy, 

* '"Came on the following Feet, 

And a Voice above their be-t— 

<- Naught shelters thee, who wilt net shelter Me.” 

I sought no more that alter which I stayed • 

In face of man or maid; 1 
fylt still within the lit,fle chfidre; -3 eyes 

Seems something, somethhig that replies; 

They at least arc for me, sure’y for me! 

I turned me to them very wistfully; 

But, just as their young eyesjjrew sudden f. ir - 



The Hound of Heaven 

•With dawning iikwvers there, 

Their angJ plucked them from me by the hair. 
u Come then, ye cyier 'hihlrcn, Nature’s—sliai# 
With me' 1 (said !’-< your delicate fellowship j 
Let me g. eet Vftu lip to lip, 

Let me nvi"e with you caresses, 

War toning 

With our Ladv-Mother’s vagrant tresses, 
IJanqu^ting 

With her in her u-inu-walled palace. 
Underneath her auured dais, 

Qualli ng, as your taintlvss wap is, 

• • From a chalice 
Lucent-weeping out of the dayspjing.” 

So it was done: 

1 in their delica'-e fetyowship was jtnc — 

Drew the bolt of N’r. cube's secrecies. 

1 knew allfhe swiftjmportiflgs 
On the wilful Tac. 

I knew how *he clouds arise 
Spumed of the wild sea-snortings- 
All that’s born or dies 

Rose and d -ooped with—made them shapers 
Of mine oW moods, or wailful qr divine 

With tlitm ] aved and*wa»'bereaven. 

I was heavy frith the-even, 

Wh?n she lit i>er glimmering tapers 
Round tit.' day’s dead saaAfties. 

I laughed in tlje n*orning’s evta 
I triumphed and I saddened with all weather, 

Me/- en u nd I wept together. 



The* Hound of Heaven 

/\nd its sweet>tears were salt with mortal mine; 

Against the red throb its sunset-heart 
I lai i my cvwn to jjeat!^ 

And shar£ commingling heat; 

But not by that, by that, was eased m^humaij smart.. 
In vain my tears were wet on Hearn’s grey cheek. 

For alt! tye know not vfhat each other.says, 

These things and I; in sound I speak— 

Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences. 
Nature, poor Stepdame, carfliot slake my drouth; 

Let her, if she would owe me, 

Drop yon blue bosqm-veij of sky, and show me 
* The breasts o’ her tenderness: 

Never did any milk others once blep 
J My thiiiting mouth. 

Nigh ami nigh draws the 
With,unperturbed jjac%, 

‘Deliberate speed, majestic instancy; 
And^afrthts&npisffd Feet 
t A voice comes yet more fleet— 

“Lo! itoyg|httontentsthee,whoconteijs!st not Me.” 

• Naked I wait Thy love’s uplifted strode! " 

My harness piece by piece Thou hast hewn fr*m me, 
‘And smittenjne to my knte; 

I am defenceless utterly. 

I slept, methipks', and woke,. 

And, slowly gazing, fyi<£me strippy hi^leep. 

In the rash iustihead of my young powers, 

I shook the pillaring hours ! 

And pulled my life upon me; grimed whit smsar-s 
I stand amid the dust o’ the mounded years— 



The Hound of Heaven 

k , 

My nwng’rd youth lics'dead beneath the|heap. 

My days have crackled and gone up in smoke, 

’Have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream. 

’rta, failet^rfiow even drpam 
The dregtmer, aid tha lute the lutanist * 

Even thfe linked fantlsies, in whose blossomy twist 
I swung the eartl\a trinket at my wrist, 

Are yielding; cords of all too weak account 
For earth with heav^t griefs so overplussetf. 

Ah! is Thy love indeed 
A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed, 

Suffering no«flowers except its own to mount? 

Ah! mivt—■ 

Cosigner infinite!— 

Ah! njust Thou char the wood|ere Thou canst limn 
with it? 

My freshness speptlfs wavering'shower i’ the dust; 

And flow My hearths as a b*oken fount, 

Wherein tear-drippiftgtstag *cte, spilt down ever 
• From the dank thoughts that shiver 
Upon the sighful branches of my mind. 

Such is; what ; s to be? 

The pulp s*bittef, bow shall taste the rind? 

I dimly g?ies»what Time in mists confounds; 

Yet eve* and anon a trumpet sounds 
From the hid battlements of Eternity; 

Those shifen mists^ space unsettle, then 
Round thp half^fimjosed turrets,sicw'y wash again. 
But not ere h : m yho summonerh 
I.ftrst have seen, enwound 
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-croVned; 

His namjf I k*now, affd what his trumpet saith. 



'The.Hound of Heaven 

Whether manjs heart or life it bo which yields' 

, Thee Harvest, must Thy harvest fields, 

3e dunged \yithhotten death? 

* <t 

Npw of that long pur®v,t c 
Comes on at hand'tlfe bruft; 

That Voice is routed me like'a bursting sea: 
n . “ And is fhy earth so marred, 

. ^Shattered in shard op shard? 

Lo, all things fly thee, for thou fliest Me! 
Strange, piteous, futSe thing. 

Wherefore should any set thee love apart? 

Seeing none but I makes much of naught, ”o(He said), 
“ And human love needs human meriting* 

How hast thou merited— „■ ,, 

Of all man’s clotted clJy the dingiest cloti 
Alack, thou knmyest not . 

How little worthy qf any love thoiuarb! 

1 Whom Wjlt thou find to love? ignoble-thee 
Save hie, save onlyMe? •' v 
AH which I took from thee I did but take, 
Not'fqr^hy harms, 

But just.that thou might’st seek it in My arms. 

All which thy child’s mistake o 
T’ancies as lost, I have stored for thee at honfc: 

Rise, clasp My hanfl, and compel’’ 

Halts by me that footfall: 

Is my gioSm, after aU,/. . 

Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly? 
“Ah, fondest, blindest, weak Tt 
I am He Whom thou s^eljest! * 

Thou dravest love from thee,'x\ho»dravesf 



To the Dead Cardinal 


TO THE DEAD CARDINAL 
Off. WESTMINSTER 

I W.HLL not perturbatc 
•Tfiy Paradijal state 
. With pr'&ise 

Ol^thy dead days; 

To thfc nevv-^eavened s; _ , . 

“ Spirit, thou vvert fine clay 
This do. 

Thy praise who knew. 

.Theisfore my spirit clings 
Heaven’s portej^by the wings, 
„ And hoi as 
J Its gated golds 

Ap arV,»\vith tlj.ee to press 
A private business;— 

Whence, 

Deign me audience.* 

Anchorite, who didst dwell 
With all the world for cell^ 
My “soul 

itound me doth roll 

A sequestration 
Too 4jr alike we were, 

’Too far 
Dissimilar. 
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To the Elead Cardinal 

« 

For its burning f.t itage I 
*Do climb the tree o’ the sky; 

Do prize 

Some human eye^, 

l ou smelt tiie neavgji-blossoms.* 
And all th« sweet embftsoms 
*The dear 
\Jranian year. 

‘Those Eyes m»y weak*gaze shuns. 
Which to the suns are Suns, 

- Did 

Not aflray your lid. 

The carpet was let do-Am. 

(With gulden moultings strown) 
For you 

Gf the angels’ bflie.” 

But I, ex-Pa*adised,' 

” The shoulder of your Christ 
Find high 
To lean thereby. 


So flaps my helpless sail, 
^Jellying with neither gale, > 
Of fteaven 
Nor Orcus even. 


Life is a.coquetry 
* Of Death, which wearies me. 
Too sure 

Of the amour; 

■ 
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ro the Dead Cardinal 

A tiring-«cSom where I 
Death’s divers garments tr y\ 
Jl'ill fit. *. 

J^jome fashion sit. 

It seeq^eth me too much 
I do rehearse fon»such 
A mean 

Ard single scene., 

■ The sandy ghss hence bear-*— 
Antique remembrancer; 

, My veins - 

Do spare its pains. 

With‘secret sympathy 
My thoughts repeat in me 
• Infirm 

■ The turn o’ the Worm 

* 

Beneath my appointed sod; 
The grave is in my blood; 

' I shake 

Tc« winds that take 

Its grasses Ly the top; 

The rains thereon that droj» 
Perturb 

VTith drip acerb 

My'subtly answering- soul; 

The fejt across its knoll 
Do jar 

Me frpm afar. 





Xo the D’ead Cardinal 

*As sap foretastes che spring; 

SVs Earth ere blossoming 
yThriUs 

‘With far daffodil^. 

And feels her breast^jurn sweet 
With the vsnconceived "wheat; 
So dotn 

]Vly flesh forelo'-the 

‘The abhorreA spring of Dis, 
With seething presciences 
Affirm 

The preparate worm. 

I have no thought that I, 
When at the last I die. 

Shall reach 
To gain your sjtffeecn. 

But you, should that lae so. 
May very well, I know, 

* hi ay well 

To me in hell * 

With recognising eyes 
<Eook from ygur Paradise— 

“ God bless * * 

Thy hopelessnes?! ” 

.. * 1 
Call, holy soul, O call *‘ 

The hosts angelical, 

And say,— 

“ See, far away 
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To the Dead Cardinal 

“ Lies one I saw on earth; ■ 

One stricken from his birth 
With cine 

'Of cLsiinate verse. 

* 

W hjt place doth He ye serve 
For such sad spyrit reserve,— 

• Given, 

I 5 d ark lieu of Heaveq^ 

“ ThS impityible Diemon,» 
Beauty, to adore and dream on, 
Tu be 
Perpetually 

“ HSrs, but she never his? 

He reapeth miseries; 

* Foreknows 

Mis wages woes;* 

“ H?M'*es detached days; 

He serveth not for praise; 

For gold 
He is not sold; 

“ IDeaf is he to world’s tongue; 
Fie scorneth for his song 
Tile loud 

ohouts of the crowd; 

“ ile-wsketh notivjftwld’s eyes; 
JNTot tVi world’s ears he cries; 

Saith,—* These 
. Shut, if ye please *; 



To the Dead Cardinal 

1“ He measureth world’s pleasure, 
■World’s ease, as Saints might measure; 
For hire 

ft 

Just love entiTe 

••He asks, not grudging pain; 

And knowSjhis asking v un, 

•And cries— 

1 Love! Love!’^ind dies, 

f‘ In guerdonpf long >’uty. 

Unowned by Love or Beauty; 

. And goes— 

Tell, teil, who knows t, 

“ Allens from Heav3feVwc>>rth, 

Fine beasts^who nose^i’ the earth. 

Do there 
Reward prepare.* 

“ But are his great Itrsires 
• Food but for nether fires? 

Ah me, 

A mystery! 

“ Can it be his alone, __ ' 

^To find, when all is known, 

• That what ’ 

He solely sought 

“ Is lost, a£>d thereco l?si 
All that its seeking cost? 

That he 
Must finally, 
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To tiie T)ea.<l C»s.r 

“ Through sacrificial tears,! 
And anchoretic years, 

• Tryst ^ , 

*yVitfi the sensualist?” 

§o ask^' arid if they tell 
Th<» secret terrible, 

• Good friend, 

I pray thee send 

&ome"higb g<jld embassage* 
To leach mv unripe age. 
Tell! 

Lest my feet walk hell. 


A DEAD ASTRONOMER 
^S?jphen Perry, S.J.) 

S TARRY amorist, starward gone. 

Thou a^—what thou didst gaze upon"! 
Passed through thy golden garden’s bars,. 
Thou siest the Gardener of‘thejifars. 

Sue, about whose mooned brows 
Se-^en stars make seven glows. 

Seven lights for sejen woes; 

She,*likc thine own Galaxy, 

^J1 lustre!?in one purity:— 

What sjifist^hau. Astronomer, 
vVhemtKo’Ldid’st discover her? 

V^ilfSnthy harfd its tube let fall. 

Thou found’st the fairest star of •all! 





A Coijrrnbus lor Autumn 


A CORVMBUS FOll AUTUMN■ 

H KARKEN, my chan^—\ij 
As a Bacchante’s, 

A grape-spurt, a vine-^fesh, a tossed tress, flown vahiit 
•’tU* 


Sutler my singing, 

Gipsy of Scashr.s, ere thou *o u mging;. 

Ere Winter throws 
His shiking snoiyg 

Inrfhy feasting-flagon’s impurpurate glot.s! 

. . . . * 

Tanned muiden! with cheeks like apples'russet, 

And breast a brownegarie faint-flushing at tip. 
And a mouth too red for the moon fo^uss it 
Butcher cheek finvoiv it| vestalshipj 
Thy mists enclip 
Her steel-clear circuit illuminous, 

Until it.crust 
Rubiginous _ t 

With the glorious gules of a glowing rust. 

• 

Far other saw we, other indeed, 

The crescent moon, iff the Mtty-flayk dead,- 
Fly up with its slender white wings spread 
•Out of its nest in the sea^s wa-»d reread! 

How are the veins of thee, Autumn, I.-cLn? 

Umbered juices, ■> 

And pulped oozes 
Pappy out of the cherry-bruises, 


c 
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ACorymbus for Autumn 

froth .the vein* of the-V wild, wild maidej: 

With hair that musters 
In globM clusters, _ 

In tambling ^pst?rs, like swarthy grapes, 

Round thv brc /v anchthine ears o’ershaden;. 

\Vith the' burning d^kness of eyes like pansies. 
Like velvet pansies 
Wherethrough escapes 

The’splefidid might 8i thy conflagrate fadfcies; 
With robe gold-tawny sot hiding the'shapes 
Of the feet whereunto it falleth down, 
Thv naked feet unsandalled; 

With rohf gold-tawny that dfoes not veil 
IJeet whe\e the red 
Is meshed in the brown. 

Like a rubied sun in a Venice-ftil. 

The vaassaijpfls heart’of the.Year is thine J 

His Bacchic fingers^li«,entwine 
His coronal 
At thy f*saval; 

His'revelling fingers djsentwine 
Leaf, flower, and all, 

And let ftiem fall 

Blossom and aiyn thy # waveri*g wine. 

The Summer look#aut from her brazen tower, 
Through the flashing bars of July, 

Waiting thy ripicn shoSvej; 

Whereof thas^ometh, with*sandals fleet, 

Th^North-west flving viewlessly, 

With a* sword tasheer, and untameable feet. 
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'ACorrmbus tor Autumn 

Ark thegorgon ! the Wu- <-er shpwn 

To stiifen the gazing earth as st>. e * 

T c 

In crystal Heaven’s magic"5pheTe 

PoiseSl in the palm of .th^er^id hand, 
Thou seest the enchanted shews appear 
.That stain FavomJh firmament; 

Richer than ever the Occident 
* Gsf’/e up*to bygone Sunfmer’s wandr 
Day’s dyingdragon lies drpopinghis crest. 

Panting jed pants into the West. 

Or the butterfly sunset claps its wings 

With flitter alit on fhe swinging blossom, 

The gusty blossom, that tosses and^wings. 

Of t'he sea with its blown and ruffited bosom; 

Its ruffled bosom wherethrough the wind sings ’ 

Till the crisped petals are loosened apef strown 
t Overblown, on the sancf; 

* Shed, curling as dead . 1 
Rose"leaves curl, on the flecked strandj 
* • ' 

Or higher, holier, saintlier when, as now, 

All Nature sacerdotal seems, and thou. J 
The calm hour strikes on yon golden gong, 
Imtones of floating and mellow light, 

A spreading summon: to ever^-song: 

See how there 

The cowldd Nighe*^.. ' , 

Kneels on me fclstern sanctuary-stair. 

What is this feel of incense everywhere f' 

Clings it ronnd folds of the blaijch-amiced clouds, 
Upwafted by the solemn thurifer, , 
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A Corymbus 'for^utumH' 

ThejnightjfcSpirit unknown, 

That stfcingeth the slow earth before the emjaanneri^i 
Throne? 

CJr is’*?fre Sea^bn uflder all these Shrouds 
Of light, and s?ns^ and silence'makes her known 
■ A presenc#etterywheie. 

An inarticulate prafet, 

A hand on'the soothed tresses of the air? 

But there 14 one hour scant 
Of this Tifam'an, pfimal liturgy; 

As the're is but one hour for me and thee, 
Autumn, for thee and thine hierophant, 

Of this grave endirfj* chant. 

^Round t^ie earth still and stark 
Heaven’s death-lights kindle, yellow spark l fy spark, 
Beneath the dreadful catafalque of the dark. 

: £tid I fiacf endei^ there: 

But a great wind Bfcnv ail the stars to flare, 

And criedj “ I sweep a path before the moon! 

Tarry ye now th^toming of the moon. 

For she is <;oming soon”; 

Then dieefbefore the com>ng of the moon. 

And she £aijje fofth upon the trepidant air, 

In vesture unimagjned-fair, 

Woven’ii woof ch flag-lilie*s; 

A.nd, curul ed as of flag-lilies, 

The vj?,p<3ur 7. the ft»t of Her; 

And a haze abp<dffier tinged in" hunter wistg 
- - *As if she had troddfen the stars in press, 

Tlfl the gold wine spurted over her dr«s. 

Till the £old \jine pushed out rouiW her ft:et; 
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ACcu^mbfis for Autumn 

Spotted over her stair^l wear* 

And bubbled in golden froth at her feet, 

And hung like a whirlpool’* mist roiyid her. 

Still, mighty Season, do I see’t. 

Thy sway II still majestical! 

Thou hold's t of God, by t'tle«uj;e, 

Thine indefeasible investiture, 

f ’ t f 

And that right round thy locks are native to; 

The hfravens ftpon'thy brow imperial, 

This huge terrenevthy ball, 

And o’er thy shoulders thrown jvide air's depending'pal] 
What if thine earth be blear and blea^ of hue? 

Still, still the skies are sweet! 

Still, Season, still thou hast thy*triumph£ t’nere! 
Wow have I, unaware, 

Forgetful of my strain irftugural. 

Cleft the great ronifuVe of th^’rejgn corilplfcte, 
Fielding thee half, who hast,indeed the alft 
I will not think thy sovereignty begun 
But with the shepherd Sun 
That Washes in the sea the stars’ gold flCCCCS , 

Or fMt with Day it cejsos. 

Who sets his burning lips to the salt brnje. 

And purples it to wihe; 

While I Behold how a«mined.Artenys 
Ordained weed must wear* * 

And toil thy business; , 

Who witness a$n of 

Her too in Autumn turned a vintager?-^ 

And, laden with its lamped clusters bright^ 1 
The fiery-fruited vineyard of this night. 
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The Mistress of Visioa 


' Frslfl* 1 THE MISTRESS OF VISl'Olsf” 


O N Ararat there grew*a vine, 

When Asia from her bathing rose; 

Our first sailor made a twine' 

Thereof for /Sis prefiguring brows.' 

Canst divine 

Where , up on our dusty earth, of that vine a cluster 
grows I 

Or. Golgotha there grew a thorn 
, Round the long-prefigured Brows. 

Mourn, O mpurn! f 

For the vine have we the spimf? Is.this all the Heaven 
aBows? Xe * 

On Calvary was shook a spear; 

Press the gplnt into thy heart— 

Joy and fear! 

All the spines upon the thorn into curling tendrils 
flart. 

O dismgy! 

f, a wingless mortal, sporting 
Wi*h the tresses of rhe sun? 

I, that diy: my hand to^.a^ 

On the tj-under in its snorting? 

■ Ere^egun, 

Falls mv singed song down the sky, even the'old Icarian 
“ ' wa/ * 
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The distress of Vision 

c . 

From the fall precipitant 
Tfifese dim snatches of her chap,t* 

(Snjy have remained mine,-— . 

That from spear Smd thorn alc»ie - 
May be grown ' . 

For the front of saint orrsingefr'any divinizing twine.’ 

Her song said that no springing 
Paradise but evermore 
Hangetfi on a singingj 
That has chords of weeping, 

And that sings -the after-sleeping 
To souls which wake too sore. 

“But woe the singer, woe!” she said; '■beyond, the dead 
his singing-lore, 

All its art of sweet and sore, . 

He learns, in plenore! ” 
r i 

Wnere is the land of Luth=wy, 

Where is the tract of Elenore? 

I am boijnd therefor. 

“Tierce thy heart to fmd°the key; 

With thee take * 

Only what none els;; would keep; 

Learn to dream when thou dpM wake. 

Learn’to wake when thou ddst sleep. 

Learn to water jay with tears?, 

Learn from fears "to vanquish'iors; 

To hope, for thou dar’sf not despair, 

•The chant of the Mistress of Vision, whom, in her secret 
garden, the Poet has earlier described. 3 - 
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The Mistress of Vision 

Exult,*for tha*thou dar’st not gneve; 

Hough thou the rock until it bear; 
ftqow, for'thou else cjiuldst not beli^ve; ( 

Bose, tjja^he Tost thou # may’st receive; 

Die, f#r non* other way canst lfcre, 

When earjh%n*yleaven lay dowil their veil. 
And that apocalypse ttims thee pale; 

When thy seeing blindeth thee 
To what thif fellow-mortals*see; • 

When theirsight t%thee is sightless; 

Their living, de^fh; their light, most lightless; 
no more— 

Pass the Luthany,^read the region Elenore.” 

Where ts the land of Luthany, 

And where the regions Elenore? 

I do faint therefor. 

“ When tJhtjje new eyes of thee 
All things by immortal power, 

Near or far, 

Hidden! y , 

T<T each other" linked are, 

Th^t th<?u canst not stir a flower 
Without troubling of a star; 

When tliV rong is shield and mirroi 
Jo the fail snake-curled Pain, 

Where thflu dar’sl aiftont her terror 
That or her thou ma/J? attain 
Persean conquest; seek no more 
’*0 seek no more! 

Pass the gatfes of Luthany, tread the region*Elenore.” 



The Mistress of Vision 

So sang she, so wept she, 

Through a dream-night’s day; 

^pd jvith her magiosinging kept she— 

Mystical in music— 

That gardfn of enchanting* 

In visionary May; 

'Swayless for my spirit’s haunting^ 

Thrice-threefold walled with emerald from our mortal 
* mornifigs gfey. 


THE AFTER WOMAN 4 ' 

D AUGHTER of the ancient EVe 

We know the gifts ye gave—and give. 
Who knows the gifts which yoh $}tall give, 
Daughter of thte newer £ve? , 

You, if my soul be augur, yovs*’ 

Shall- -O what shall you not, Sweet, do£ 
The celestial traitress play, . 

And all Mankind to bliss betray; 

With sacrosanct cajoleries 
And starry treachery of ytmr eyes, 

Tempt us back to Paradise! 

Make heavenly trespass;—ay, press m 
Where faint the fledge-foot seraphin, 

Blest fool! Be ensigs? of our warS, 

And shrme us all to warriors! 

Unbanner your bright locks,—advance 
Girl, tkeir gilded puissance, 

I’ tke mystic vaward, and draw on 
ya* 



The After Womfei 

f 

After thedovely jbnfalon 
Us *o out-folly the excess 
Of # our sweet foolhardiness; 
To%dvenju*e like interne # 

Assault again?t» Omnipotence! 

Give me song, as one is, »e^v. 

Earth should turn in time thereto! 

New, and new^and thrice so n$w, , 

All old sweets*New Sweet, meant >jnu! 
Fair,*! had a dream ol*thee. 

When my young heart beat prophecy. 

Anti 1 ilT^oarition el a to* 

yeasts knew waxed great, 

Sisttr of the Canticle, 

And thee for God grown marriageable. 
How„my desine desired your day, 

.That, \»heefed*in rumour on its way, 
Shoo? me thtU yith presentience! Then 
Eden’s lopped tree shall shoot again: ^ 
For ftho Cly'3t’s eyes shall miss, with ^jiose 
Eyes for evident nuncios? 

Or who be tardy*to His call 
•fervour accents augural? 

Wht> shall not feel the Heavens hid 
Ifhpend? at iremblc of your lid. 

And divine advent shine avowed 
Un 3 er that dtrfi and mci^ cloud; 

Yea, ’fore*the silver apocalypse 
Jail, at the unsealing of your lips? 

When to love you is (O Christ’s spouse!) 
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The After Woman 

To love the beauty of K's houses 
•Then come the Isaian days; the old 
Slydl dream; and>our young men belj.«ld 
Vision—yea, tlje vision of Thtfljpr-mduijt, 

Which \ione to other shallcrScouRl, 

Because in all men’s he^rislli^ll be 
The seeing and'the prophecy . r 
tfor ended is the Mystery Play, 

Whert Christ is life, and y&u the way; 

Wherf Egypt’s spoi^ are Israel’s rigltf. 

And Day fulfils the married arms of Night. 

But here my'lips ace still. 

• Until 

V<au and the hour shall be revealed, 

This song is sung and sung not, aDd it» words* 
are sealed. 


LINES 

To W.Mfc. 


O TREE of many branches! Qne tho»h.-.‘t 

Thou barest not, but grafted’st on thee. Now, 
Should all menis thunflers brfiak on ttee, and leave 
Thee reft of bough and blossom? that one branch 
Shall cling to thee, my Father,-Rrother, friend, 
Sh.\ll cling to thee,‘until the end oftnd! 
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Pile Way of a Maid 


THD WAY OF A MAID 

• 

T lII^ l^ver wnose souj shaken is 

I* son?e»drcuman billow o^bliss. 

Who feels £i3*gAdua]-wading feet 
Sink in some sudden hollow of sweet, 

Amf’mid love’s used converse comes 
Shrup on a mood \%hich all joy suAs— 

An ; nstant*s4ine compendium of • 

The liberal-leav<!;d writ of love; 

His ^hashed pulses beating.thick 
At tJviySAigent joy aiftl quick, 

Ts^lumbea, by aiming utterance great 
Up to tlae miracle of his fate. 

The wi^ girl, such Iafrian fall 
•Sa^ed by confidence that she’s small,— 
AsfpSat kindred word will fit 
Is utte>ad b?sR by opposite, 

Lorre in the tongue of hate exprest, ■ 

4tnd deepest anguish in a jest, — 

Feeling the infinite must be 
R est said by triviality, 

S$>er»;s, where expression-bates its wings. 
Just l^ippy, alien, lit*Je things; 

What of all words is in excess 
hrtplics in a.sweet^nothingness, 

Wjth dullest babble stopws her sense 
That full speech were full impotence; 

„A.#id while she feels the heavens lie bare,— 
She only talks about her hair. 
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Ode to the betting bun 


ODE TO THE SETTING SUN 


#RELUDS 


T HE wailful sweetfhess of the j'tolin’ 

Floats down the hushed vwtjrs of the wind; 
The heart-strings of tlje»throbbing Ifarp begin 
To long in aching music. Spirit-pined, 

In wafts that*poignant sweetness drifts,,uu... 

The wounded soul ooze -jdness.*The red sun, 
A bubblf of fire, drops slowly toward the hill, 
While one bird prattles r that the dayjs^lone. 


Opening Sun, that as in reverent daj^ 

Sinkest /n music to thy smoothed sltfep. 

Discrowned of homage, though yet crowned with rays, 
Hymned not at harvest more, though reapers reap: 


For thee this music wakes not. O deOeivej.1, 1 
If thou hear in these thoughtless harmonies 

A pipus phantom of adorings reaved, ’ 

And echo of /air ancient flatteries! 1 

Yet, in this field where the Cross planted reigns, 

I know not what strange passion bows my ^ea'a 

To thee, whose great corr^piand upon mj^veins 
Proves thee a gofi for me not dead,’not dead! 

o 

For worship it is too incredulous, 5 , 

For jioubt—oh, too b'Hieving-passi’oflate! 

What wild divinity makes my heart thus 
A fount qt most baptismal tears?—Thy straight 
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Ode to the Se'tting 6un 

Long beam lies .steady tlie Cross. Ah me! 

What*s?cret would thy radiant finger show? 

Of thy bri^it mastership is thi^ the key? 

Is this thy aecret,*theiY? And is it woe? 

Fling from thir.e ear me*Burning < uils, alid hark 
,A song thou bast.nit heard in Northern'day; 
I'or koine too darjng, and for C?rfece too dark,, 

■ Sweet with wild wings that pass, that pass away! 

ODE 


A LPHA and Omega, sadness and mirth, 

The springing music, and its wasting breath— 
The fairest tld igs in life are I^ath and Birth, 

And of these two the fairer thing is Death. 
Mystical twins of Time inseparable, 

’ The younger hath the holier^array, 

And hatluhe^wfuller sway: 

It is the falling sfanthat trails the bght, 

It is'the br?'>king*.vave th*at hath the might, 

The passing shower tfiat rainbows maniple. 

Is*it not so, O tho’i down-stricken Day, 

That draw’st thy splendours round the”e in^thy fall? 
High was thine Eastern pimp inaugural;* 

Bujj&fv ’ost set ii; statelier pageantry 
Lauded with tumults of a firmaihent: 


Thy visible mt#ic-fclast!> makefleaf th£ sky, 

Thy cymbals clang to fire the Occident, 

Thou dostfhy dying so triulnphallv: 

I see the crimson blaring of thv IWwms! 

Why do those lucqpt palms 
Strew thy f?et’s failing thicklier than their rryght, 
Whcsdost but h/jod thv glorious eyes with nighty 
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t Ode to the oecting bun 

Afd vex the heels of all the V*terdav»? 

Wm ?r L °k t S !° Ud ’ ljcke >' in S Praise 
fl V ^ ehl f d t0 S r «et the usurping moon, 

Wien they hive cloud- barfed oVr rffte«he West. 
Oh, shake the bright dust from tH}' p 3t i mg shoon! 

The earth not paeans thee, Ho*serves ili v4iest, 

Bg godded not by IleAvn ! avert thy face, 

And leave to blank disgrace _ 

The oblivious world! unsceptiejhee of stat<?and plate! 


Yet ere Olympus thou wast, and a gbd! 

"Though we deny thy nod, 

We cannot spoil thee oft.hy divinity. 

What know we elder than thee? 

When thou didst, bursting from th’c'great void’s husk, 
Leap like a lion on the^throat o’ the dusk; 

When the angels rose-cha^leted 


Sang each to other, 

■The vaulted blaze overhead 


Of their vast pinions spread, 

..Hailiqg thee brother; 

How chaos (rolled back from the wonder. 

And die FirstMorn knelt down to thy visage of thunder! 
Thou didst draw to thy sid£ 

Thy young Aurpral bri^e. 

And lift her veil of night and mystery; 

Tellus with baby bf nds ° 

Shook off her swaddling-binds, 

'And'from the unswathed vapours laughed to thee. 


Thou twi-form deity, nurse at once and sire! 
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03e to the SettingSun 

Thpu geni tor that al’'things nourishest/ 

The earth was suckled at thy shining breast, 

And in he^veins is quick thy milky fire. 

Who scar Ad he^with the morning? and who set 
Upon her brov: theftkyvfall’s carcanet? 

- Who queened her<r8nt wit^ the enrondured moon? 
•Who dug night’s jewels from their vaulty min? 

To dower her, past an eastern wizard’s dreams, 
When, hovering on him through his halthish-sWoon, 
All the. rained gfms of old Tartarian line 
Shiver in lustrous throbljings of tinged flame?— 
Wherepf a moiety in the Paoli’s seams 
Statelily builded theiPVenetian name. 

* Thou hast enwoofed her 
An empress of the air, 

And all her births are propertied by thee: 

Her teeming centuries 
Djew beiaig from.thine eyes: 

Thou fatt’st tnkmaft’Bw of all quality. 

Who lit flie furnace of the mammoth’s hearfr? 

Who shagged him like Pilatus’ ribbed»fianks? 

_Who raised the columned ranks 

©fflEPTOd pre-dnuvian forestry,. 

Wliich like a continent torn expressed th»sea. 

When the ancient heavens did in fains depart, 

Jffliile the high-danced whirls 
Of the tossed scud made hiss tl*y drenched curls? 

Thou rear’dsl the enorfnous brood; 1 
Who hast with life hnbued 
The Hon maned in tawny majesty. 
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uac to me setting sun 

The tiger velvet-barred 
The stealthy-stepping pard, 

And the lithe panther's flexuous'symmeta 
How came the entombed tree a flgly-beaPer 
Though sunk in lightluss lafr ? 

Friend of the forgers of*e;Prth, 

M^ife of the earthquake and thunders volcnrrr., < 
Clasped in the arms of the forces Titanic j 
Which rock like a cradle lie girth 
Cff the ether-hung world; 

Styart son of the swarthy mine, 

When flame on the breath of his nostrils feeds 
How is his countenance half-divine,'‘ 

. Like thee in thy sanguine weeds? 

Thou gavest him his light, 

Though sepulturefl in night 
Beneath the dead bones of a pushed yyo’rld; 

Qver his prostrate form 
Tftough cold, and heat, anH*storm, 

The mountainous wrack of a creation hurled. 

* 

Who *5ade the splendidjrose 
Saturate with purple glows; 

Cupped to the margp-with blauty; a perhime-picss 
Whence the winc[.vintag£s 
Gushes of warmed fragrance richer far 
Than all the flavorous oq^e of Cyprus’ va$? 

Lo, in yon gale which waves her green cymar, 
c With dusky cheeks burnt red 
She sways her heavy head, 

Drunk with the must of tier own odorousness; 



Ocle to the Setting Sun 

While in a rf oted treble the vexed gnats 
Maze,tihd vibrate, and tease the noontide hush. 

Who gjft dissolved lightnings in the grape? 
5uitfmer«d (iie oy%l with an Irised flush? 

Is it not thou thpt dpst the tillip drape, 

And huest tly flaffodifly, 

Yet who hast snowed m»lily; 

\nd her fr*il sister, whom the waters name,' 

Dost festal-vcstuft ’mid the blaze of J«ne, 

Cold as the new-sprung girlhood of the moon 
Er?Autumn’s kiss sultrr her cheek with flame? 
Thou sway'st thy sceptred beam 
O'et all delight and diteam; 

Beauty is beautiful but in thy glance: 

And, likt* a jocund maid 
In garland-flowers arrayed, 

Before thy ark Etrth keeps‘her sacred dance. 

Ana now, oa^naxen^rom thine antique throng 
And sunkenlrom tJiy cierule empery, 

Now that’the red »lare of thv fall is blown 
In sm^ e and flame about the windyasky, 

Where are she wailing*voices that shouTcf meet 
^fcunrhill, strar.m, grove, and all of mortal shape 
Who tre.td thy gifts, in vineyard! as stra^ feet 
Pulp the glbbeu weiglu of^uieed»Iberia’s grape? 
Where is th< threnc o’the sea? 

Afld why nptf dirges thee 
The wind, that*sings to himseft«s he makes stride 
Lqpely # and terrible «n the Andean height? 
Wihere is the Naiad ’mic her swordedtfedge? 



Ode. to the Setting' Stin 

The 'Nymph wan-glimmeriir* by h^r wan'fount’s 
' verge? 

The Dryad at timid gaze by the wood-side? 

<Th« Oread jutting light 
On one up-strained stile from thg (pclf-Jedge? 

The Neroid tip-toe on the s»ujj o’ the surge. 

With whistling tresses athwart Iter face. 

And all hfcr figure poised in lithe Circean grace? 

.Why withers their lament? * 

Their tresses tear-besprent, % 

Have they sighed hence With trailing garment-hem? 
O Sweet, O sad, O fair, 

I catch your flying hair, 

Draw your eyes down to me, and dream on thim! 

A space, and they fleet from me. Must ye fade— 

O old, essential candours,*ye who made* 

The earth a living and a radiant thiftg— 

And„leave her corpse in cur strained,treated irms? 
Lo ever thus, when Song widi'cho/ued charms 
Draw? from dull death his lost Eurydice, 

Lo ever tuus, £ even at consummating. 

Even in the lv?ooning minute shat claims Jier his. 
Even as he trembles to the impassioned kiss 
Of reincarnate BeaiAy, his control 
Clasps the cold b<jdy, aad foregoes "he :oul! 

Whatso looks lovelily 
Is but the rainbow on life’s weeping rain. 

Why have we longings gf’immortal palr.^ 

And all we long for mortal? Woe is me, 

And all our chants but chaplet some decay, 

As mine this vanishing—nay, vanished Day. 
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Cde a t6 the Setting Sun 

The low sky-line dusks to a leaden hue, 

Nofift disturbs the heavy shade and chill, 
r Save one, where the charred firmament lets through 
7'he SLondiing.dazz'e of Heaven; ’gainst* wfpeh the 
hill, 

’ (■ Out-flattened sombrely, 

'Stands black as life Against etVnity. 

Ag; ,: nst eternity? 

A rifting light in me' 

Burns through the J&aden broodings or tpc mina: 

O Llessed Sun, thy mate 
Uprisen or derogate 

Dafts me ..o more with doubt; i seek and find. 

If with exultant tread 
Thou foot the Eastern sea, 

OHike a»goklen bee 
Sting the Wes*to angry red, 

Thou J ost image, thou dost follow 
That hang-Mhker of Creation, 

Who,- ere Hellas hailed Apollo, 

Gave thee, angel-god, thy stauqp; 

Thou art o f Him a type memorial. 

T ike Him thou hang’st in dreadful pomp of*blood 
Upou thy Western rood;"' 

And, His stmned brow did *eil like thine to-night, 

Yet lift once more Its light, 

And, risen, again departed from our ball, 

But when It sel<on earth arose*jp Heaven. 

Thus hath He unto dearth His beauty givetf: 

And so pi all which form inheriteth 
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, Ode*to the Setting’Siin 

rife fid doth pass the rise irt worth;,. 

For birth hath in itself the germ of death, 

Bus,death hath in itself the germ of birth. 

It is tht falling acorn buds the tr ;e, ■ 

The falling rain^hat beirs the greenery, . 

The fern-pi. nts moulder whcnftfye ferns arisi. 
For there is nothing llvfls but somefning dies, 
And there is nothing dies but something live?. 
Till skies be fugitives. 

Till Time, the hidden root of change, uplines, 
Are Birth and Death inseparable on earth; 

For they are twain yet one, and Death is Birth. 


AFTFR-STRAIN 


N' 


P OW iMth wan ray that other sun of Song 
Sets in the Weakening waters ofeny soul: 
One step, and lo! the Cross stands gauht aijd Tong 
, ’Twixt,me and yet b/ight shies, a presaged, dolt 

Eveh so, O Cross! thine i's the victorv. 

Thy roots are fast within our fairest fields; 
Brightness may emanate in Heaven from thee,. 
Here thy dread symbol only shadow yields. 


Of reaped joys thou arf the hea^ v sheat 

Which must 1 be lifted, though 1 he njapeisgroan 
Yea, we may cry till Heaven’s great ear be deaf, 
But we must bear thee, and. must. Dear alone* 


Vain wefe a Simon; of th£ Antipodes 

Our night hot borrows the superfluous day. 
Yet woe to him that from his burden flees, 
Crushed in the fall of what he -ast away- , 



Ode to the Setting Sup 

Th rrgfbre, Cftender Lady, Queen Mary, 

Thou gentleness that dost enmoss and drapi 
The Cress’s rigo^pus ?justerity, 

Wipe thou sthe. blood frum wounds.that needs must 
gape. 

“ I o, though suns rise and set, but crosses st^y, 

I leave thee ever,” saith she, “ light of cheer.” 

Tis sc-'yon sky stil( thinks upon the Daty, 

And showers aerial blossoms on his bi?r. 

• 

Yon cloud with wrinkled lire is edged sharp; 

And once more welling through the air, ah me! 

How jhe sv eet viol plains“Iiim to the harp, 

Whose panged sobbings throng tumultuously. 

• 

Oh, this Medusa-pleasure with her stings! 

This essence c. $1 suffering, which is joy! 

I an* not tb ankle r for ths spell if brings, 

Though tea.s must be told'doftfffor the charmed toy. 

No; while soul, "ky, and music bleed together, 

Let me give thanks even for those gfi#fs in me, 

The restless windward stirrings of whost feather 
Prove them tl e brood of immortality. 

Mv scyil is quitted of death-«eighhpuririg swoon, 

Who shall not slajee her immitigable scars 
Until sIm hear “ My siste*! ” from the moon, 

And rake tht-kindred kissesljJ the stars. 



.Adjudgement in Jtleaven 


EPILOGUE TO 

ft A JUDGEMENT IN’HEi* VEN”. 

TTIRTUE may unlock helh,oi- iven 
V A sin turn in the^'.vards of Hetaven, 

(As ethics of the text-book go). 

So little men their own deeds know, 

Or througfi the intricate mrUe 

Guess whitherward dra’rs the bittle-sway; 

So little, if they know the deed, 

Discern what therefrom shall succeed. 

To wisest moralists ’tis but given 
To work rough border-law of Heaven, 
Within this narrow life of ours, 

These marches ’twixt r delimitles£ Powers. 

Is it, if Heaven the future showed, 

Is it ?Ee all-severest mode. 

To see ourselves with the eyes'of G«?d? 

Gfid .atlier grant, at His assize, 

He see 6s nqt »vith our own eyes'! ; 

Heaven, which man’s generations draws; 
Nor deviates into replicas, 

Must of as. deep diversity 
In judgement a§ creation be. 

There is no expeditious road 
To pack and label men for Goc,' 

And saw them by the barrel-load. 

Some may perchance, with •strange surprise. 
Have blilndered into Paradise. 

In v^isty dusk of life abroad. 



A Judgement in Heaven 

fhe’v fondly thought to err from God. 

Nor knew the circle that they trod; 

Ai.a, wandjring^ll the night about, 

Found them at morn where they set out. 

Ueath dawrftci;*Heaven la\ in prospect wide:— 
Lo! they w'r? standing'by His side! 


GRACE OF THE WAY 


T HE windy trammel of her dress, 

Her blown locks, took my soul in mesh. 
God’s breath they spake, wi-th visibleness 
Th-t stirred the" mfmcnt of her flesh: 


And sensible, as her blown locks were, ’ 
Beyonithe precincts of her form 

I felt the wo^an flow from her— 

A cairn o f intemjjpstuous storm. 

I failed against’the affluent tide; 

Cut of thjp abject earth of me 

I was translated and enskied , 

Into the heav enly-regioned Sffe 

Now of th..t vision I bereaven 

fhi^knowledge keej^ that may mot dim:— 

Short arm needs man to reach to Heaven, 
go ready is Heaven to stoop to him. 

Which se.s, to measure Oman’s feet, 

No alien Tree for trysting-place; 

And who can reacl, may read the sweet 
Direction in b.is Lady’s face. 



To a Snow-flake 


TO 


A SNOW-Fl/ritE 


W HAT heart cffuld have thought you 
Past our devisa] 

(O filigree petal!) 

Fashioned so purely, 

JEfcjgilely, surely, 

From what Paradisal 
Imagineless met-al, 

Too costly for cpstjj^?! 

Who # hammered Vdhjrought you, 

From argentine va|dpi— 

“ God was my shape?. 

Passing surmisal, 

Hefehammered, He wrought me; 

From curled silver vapour, 

To hast of His mind:— , 

ThouVoulfi’it not nave thought me! 

So puteljj/so palely, 

Tinily, surely. 

Mightily, frailly? 

Insculped and«embotscd. 

With His hammer of wind, 

And His graver of frost:” 



Orient Ode 


©r!?:nt ode 

L O, in (he sincyi.uied East, 

Day, a dcdiiftted priest 
Ir all his robes pontifical e.xjfrest, 

Lifteth slowly, liftetli sweetly, 

Fror <>nt its Orient tabernacle drawn, 

ft 

Yon oibed «acr Aient corfest 

Which rpj nkles benediction through the dawn; 

And when U ■ . r e procession’s ceased, 

The earth v/rth due ilfei^jpus rite 
Blessed,—ere jhe frail eatly 

Of twilight, violet-cassocfied acolyte,. • 

His sa< -rdotaJ stoles unves?— 

Sets, for higfftl^e of. the mysterious feast, 

The 'un in aug ist exp«sition meetly * 

Witi : n the finning monstrance of the West. 
God, v,"or„ nojje may live and mark, 

Borne within thv radiant ark!— 

While the Earth, a /jvous David, 

Dances before thee from the dawn to dark. 

The rr oon, O leave, pale ruinefl Eve; 

Beheld he? fair and greate? daughter' 

Offers to thee lie>- fruitful water, 

Whiclfat thy first white Ave shall conceive! 
Thy gazes do on simple her •• 

Desiratye allures conjer; 

Wh^t happy comeliresses rise 

* The Earth. 



Orient Ode 

Beneath thy beautifying eyes! ■ 

Who was, indeed, at first a maid 

£uch as, with sighs, misgives r-hf: is Jjpt'-jjir, 

And secret views herself afraid. 

Till flatteries sweet provokV the cha'rms they swear: 
Yea, thy gazes, bjicsful lover, 0 
Mike the beauties they discover! 

What dainty guiles and trea'heries caught 
From aatful prompting of loye’s artless thought 
Her lowly loveliness c£ach her to adori.. 

When thy plumes shiver against the conscious 
gates of morn! 

And so the love which is thy dower, 

Eanh, though her first-frightened breast 
Against the exigent boon protest, 

(For she, poor maid, of her opn power 
Has nothing in herself^not evep love,’ 

Bift an unwitting void thenejf), . 

Owes back to thee in sanctities of flower: 

And'holy odours do her bosofh invest, 

That sv ecter grows for being prest: 

Though dear recoil, the tremorous nurse of joy, 
From thine embrace still startles coy. 

Till PMbsphor lead,, at thy returning hour. 

The laughing captive from the wishing West. 

Nor the majestic heavens le;s 
Thy formidablebt weets approve, 1 * 

Thy dreads and thy delights confess 
That«do draw, and that remove. 

Thou as a lion roar’st, O Sun, 



'Oriq.nt Ode 

Uposthy satellites’ vexed heels; 

Before thy terrible hunt thy planets run; 

Each ii£!ds/riglat^d orbit wheels, 

Each' flies tl^lou-gh^inassuageaWc chase^ 

Since the hunt o tHfe world begun. 

The puissant approaches of *l\y face, 

And yet %hy radiant leash he feels. 

Since *Jie hunt o’ 'Jie world begun, 

Lashed with .ernjr, leashed with longii*g, 

TJhe mighty course is ever‘run; 

Pricked with terror, leashed with longing. 

Thy rein they love, an d th y rebuke they shun. 
Sine" the hunt o’ the world began. 

With love that trembleth, fear that loveth* 
Thou join’st thfc woman to {he man; 

And Life withTMath 
In gbscure vupti^s moveth, 

Commingling alfeij^yet^ffined, breath. 

Thou ast the incarnated Light- 
Whose Sire is aboriginal, and beyond^ 

Death an^ resurgence of our day and%j‘gl{t; 
From him is thy vicegerent wand 
With double potence of the black and white. 
Giver of Love, and Beauty^and Desire" 

The terror, and the loveliness, and purging, 
The dqnthfulness apd lifSfulness of fire! 
Samson’s.riddlin^ meanings Jtjyrging 
In thy tjvofold sceptre meet: 

Out of thy minatory fnight, 
fuming Lion, burning Lion, 



Orient Ode l 

Comes the honey of all sweety 

And out of thee, the eater, cugies forth meat. 

■And though, by thine altgrnjte breathy , 

E"ery kiss thou dost inspire • « 

Echoeth* 

Back from the windy vaultagesfof death; 

Yat thy clear warranty above 
Augurs the wings of death tgo must 
Occult reverberations stir of love. 

Crescent and life incredible; 4 
That even the kisses of the just 
Go down not unresurgent to the dust. 

Yea, not a kiss which'I have given, .* 

Bu^shall triumph upon my lips jn heaven. 

Or cling a shameful fungus there in hell. , 
Know’st thou me not, O Surtf Yea, well 
Thou know’st the ancient mi^alle,. 

The children know’st «f Zeus and May; 

And still thou teachest them, O Splendent Brother, 
To incarnate, the antique way, 

The truthd"hich is their heritage from their Sire 
Iq sweej disguise of flesh from their sweet Mother. 
My fingers thou hast taught tc^conj 
Thy fl^me-chcfrded psalterion, 

Till I can translatcrinto mortal wifi— 

Till I can translate passing well— 

The heavenly harping'harmo^y. 

Melodious, sealed,- inaudible, * ° 

Which makes the dulcet psalter of the world’s desire. 
Thou.whisperest in the Moon’s white ear, 

And she does whisper inte mine,—, 

By night together, I and she-*- 



lOxent Ode 

With Her ' ?gy3 voice divine, 

Theftliings I carlnot half so sweetly tell 
As she gafi svveet^ speak, I sweetly hear. 

iSy iter, theavvOD*fc^.does Eaitli live, O Lord, 
Yet she for Earjti^and both in tliee. 

Light out of Light! 

Resplendent and prevailing Word 
©f thefUnheaid! * 

Not unto thee, g*eat Imgge, not to thee 
Did the*wise heathen bend an idle knee; 

And in an age of faith grown frore 
If I too sl^ll adore, 

Be it accounted unto me 
A bright sciential idolatry! 

God has given jthee visible thunders 
To uttei*thine apocalypse of wonders; 

And what v?ant j of prqjphecy. 

That at the sojindhjg from thy station 

Of thy flagrant trumpet, see 

The seals that ftitlt, the open revelation? 

Or who a God-peisuading angel need*. 

That onljfheeds 

The rhetoric of thy burning deeds? 

Which But Jo sing, if it may-be. 

In wflrship-warranting moie'ty, 

So I wcjpld win 

In such a song 3 c hath within 

A smouldering core of mystery* 

Briramei with nimbi* meanings up 
Than'hasty Gideons in their hands may supj-r— 
L f o, my suit'plea^p 



Orient u-at* 

That thou, Isaian coal of'nre. 

Touch from yon altar my po A mouth’s'desire, 
And the relucent song take f.»ff thy sscred meeds, 

To thin$ own slfepe 

Thou sound’st the chrysolite -5f the gra.pe, 
Bind’st thy golcj- lightnings fhhis veins; 

Thou storest the white garners of thft rains? 
Destroyer and preserver, thou 
Who nfedicinest sickness, and to health 
Art the unthanked friarrow of its wealth; 

To those apparent sovereignties we bow 
And bright appurtenances of thy brow! 

Thy proper blood dosf^thou not gi\se, 

That Earth, the gusty Maenad-, ^irink and dance? 
Art thou not life <jf them that live? 

Yea, in glad twinkling advent thou dpst dwell 
Within our body as a taberrtlde! o 
Thou bittest with thiftS opjiiiance 
The jaws of Time, and thou do?t mete ' 

Thq unsustainable treading of J^is feet. 

Thou tc^my spousal universe 
Art‘Hil}band, she thy Wife and Church; 

Who in most dusk and -gidual surch. 

Her I»ord being hence, 

Keeps her cold sorrows b^ thy hearse. 

The heavens renew tjieir innocence 

And morning state 

l But^>y thy saci ament commurKcate, 

Their weeping night the symbol of o ir prayers, 
Our darkened search. 

And sinful vigil desolate^ * 
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Orient Ode 

Yea, tiuneip^impluiing dumb, 

Essarftial Heav>. 'S and corporal Earth await, 

The Sgim and •tie Bride say: Come! 

Lo, ofrfhy ®as l the least 

HaSie witlyMy aw-, my incefises anck myrrhs, 

To th/ dcuircd epiphany, from the spiked 
Regions and odorous of Sorf^ls traded East. 

Thou, fcr the life of all that live 
The victim daily norn and sacrificed; 

To whom the pijjion of this longing verse 
Beats but with, fire whicfi'Tiist thyself did give, 

To thee, O Sun—or is’t perchance, to Christ? 

Ay, if mea oay that onftil high heaven’s face 
The saintly signs I trace 
Which round my stolid altars hold their 
solemn pfacp, 

Amen, amen! Pc^oh, how could it be,— 

WEen I with winded fact had run 
Through all the wiftdy earth about, 

Quested its secrej of the sun, 

And heard what thing the stars tej-^er s'hout,— 

I should upt heed th :rcout 
Consenting counsel won:— 

By th’s,*0 Singer, know we if *thou se<j. 

Whep men shall say to thee# Lo! Christ is here. 
When men shall say to thee: Lo! Christ is there, 
Believetthem: yea, and tnis—then art thou seer, 
When all ihy trying clear 

Is but: I*o here! lo there!—ad me, lo everywhere!’ 7 
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“ From the Night c$C F^ft^eing 


From “FROM itfE NlUtt i-o: IMKriliRlMO' 
An Ode AFTEfl*r£AfrER- 

C AST wide the folding doorways of the East, 

For now is light increased! 

And the wisid-besomed chambeu of the air,'- 1 
See they be garnished fair; 

And look the ways exhale some precious odours, • 
And set ye all about wild-brelthing spice, 

Most fit for Paradise. 

Now is no time for sober gravity, 

Season enough has Nature to be wi£o$ 

But now discmct, with«raiment glittering free, 

Shake she the ringing rafters of tl£ pities 
With festal footing and bold joyjfice svSeet, 

And l f et the earth be drunken and carouse! 

For lo, into her house 

Spring is«come home with her woPld-wandering feet, 
And all thingfc are made young with \oung desiies; 
And all f(jr fcr is light increased 
In yellow stars and yellow d.vffodil., 

And East to West, and West i hast, 

Fling answering Welcome-fires, 

By dawn and day-fall, on ‘he jo- und hills. 

And^ye, winged minstrels of her fair meinie. 

Being newly coated in glad livery, 

Upon her steps attend, 

And round her treading dance and without end 
Reel your shrill lutany. 
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“ Froffftffe P^ght of Fore being” 

V’nat popular brelhb her coming does out-tell 
The garrulo-as leavejlimong! 

\Vha* littl^*n\ises s|j llanj pass 

From bkde toJdsde *ong the votuble grjss! 

O Nature,.neveVddte' ’ 

Unguped-at Pentecostal mirada; , 

We heir the%, each man in his proper tongue! 

Break, elemental children, break ye loose 
From the strict frost v rule 
Of giyy-beavd Wiiiter’s schohfc 

Vault, O young winds, vault in your tricksome coursei 
Upon the snowy speeds that reinless'use 
In cccrule pariipas of the fSaven to run; 

Foaled of the whir,e sea-horses, 

Washed in the lambent waters <jf the sun. 

Let even th^slug-abad snail upon the thorn 
Put fortfi a consciou^horn! 

Mine elemental co-fn^s,^by each one; 

And ah, my fosteP-brethren, seem not sad— 

No, seem nbt sad, 

That my strange hea^i anu 1 snouiu cnrot^muc glad. 
Suffer me at pour leafy ffeast 
To sit apart, a somewhat alien guest. 

And watchyour mirth, * 

Unshari^g in tile liberal'laugh df earth; 

Yet with a sympathy,, , 

Begot of wholly sad yjd half-sweet memory— 

The little sweetaeSs making grief eomplete; 

Faint wjnd of wings fron^hours fhat distant beat, 
When I, l too, 1 

Was once, 0 tyild companions, as are you, 

Ran with ^jich wilfuMeet. 



“.From the Night /Ti F^reTieing ” 

Halk to the Jubilate of the bird «- , t 

For tuem that found the dying Wjrjjjrp.hk! , 

And they have heard, 

And quicken to the great prccursivV 1 w< : rd; ■ 

Green spray showers. 11 ghtiy down the cascade of tne 
larch; 

The graves Sire riven, 

And the Site comes with power ariiid the clouds of 
heaven! 

Before Ids way 

Went forth the trumpet of the March;' 

Before his way, before his way 
Dances the pennon of the May! 

O earth, unchilded, widowed Earthy so long 
Lifting in patient pine and ivy-tfte. 

Mournful belief and steadfast prophecy, 
nBehofii how all things are made,‘rue! 

Behold your bridegroom cometh in to you, 

Exceeding glad,and strong. 

Raise up you? eyes, O raise your ; yes abroad! 

No more^shfal you sit sole antfvidual, ° 

Searching, in servile pall, 

Upon the hieratic night the star-sealed senae of all.' 
Rejoice, O barrdh, and look forth abroad! 

Your children gathered back to your embrace 
See with a mother’s face. 

£oo£ upoO mortals* and the portent heed; 

In every deed, 

Washed with new fire to thei r irradiant birth, 
Reintegrated are the hea yens'and earth' 
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“ Frofif tfe^ight of Forebqng” 

Frcnrskv.tij socf% 

The world’s unfolded blossom smells of God. 

My little- frjl - si*elf! the shadows pass 
In this tliv sisrcj-wgfM, as in a glass. 

Of all proces'ioii-: fhaf revolve in thee: 

P\ot oijly of cyclic Man ‘ , 

Thou here discern’st the plan, 

Not only 3f cyclic Man, but of the cyclic Ifle. 

Not solely of Mortality’s great years 
The Reflex just appears. 

But thine own bosom’s year, still circling round 

In ample and ,m ampler gyte 

Toward the far completion, wherewith crowned, 

Love unconsumed shall chant in his own furnace-fire. 
rfowThany trampled and decidtous joys 
Enrich thy &>ul foi»jSvs deciduous still, 

Befora'.ie distance snail jj|j}fil 
Cyclic unrest with solAnn equipoise! 

Happiness js the shadow of things past, 

Which fools still tiki for that whicl^is <o be! 

And not all foolishly:* 

For all the past, read true, is prophecy, 

And all the firsts aft hauittings of s»me Last, 

And all the spi^ngs are flash-lights of one Spring. 

Then leSf, and flower, and fall-Tess fruit 
Shall han;jtogether ou the unyellowing bough; 

And silence shall ly. Music mutst ■' 

For her sur^hargW heart. Hush thou! 

These things are far too #ure that thou shoujd’st dream 
Thereof,*lest they appear as things that seem. 



“From the Night pfT r J>r£tyeing” 

Nature, enough! within thy glass 

Toe many and too stern the shadows pa,<\. 

In ,*hif delighted season, flaming „ 

For *-hy resurrection-feast, 

Ah, more l think the long ens£pujtune cold, 

Than stony winter rolled 

From the unsealed mouth of the holy Fist; 

The snowdrop's saintly stoles 1 ’ss heed 
Than the -now-cloistered penance cf the seed. 

'Tis the weak flesh reclniming 
Against the ordinance 

Which yet for just the accepting spirit scans. 
Earth waits, and patient heaven, 

Self-hfnded God doth wait 
Thrice-promulgated bans 
Of his fair nuptial-date. 

And power is man’s, 

With that great word of ‘Mt'ait,’' 

To still the sea of tears, 

Arid shake the iron heart of Fatf. 

In that one.wot:! is strong , 

An else; alas, much-mortal s^ng; 

With sight to pass the frontier of t aU spheres. 

And voice which'does my sight such wioyg. 

Not without fortitude I wait 
The dark majestical ensuit 
Of e destiny, nor peevish rate 
Caim-lsnowledgecT Fate. 

I do hear 

From the revolving year 
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“ From' thVi\ T ight of Foreb ring” 

A vuicawhicn c*ies: 

“All dies; * 

Lo„, how al. dies !J0 seer, 

And a'l tilings jdo arise: 

All dies, am. a-B islSorn; 

.But each resurgent%iorn, behojd, more near the 
Pe.fect Morn.” 

Firm is tne man, and set beyond the cast 
Of Fortune’s game? and the iniquitous hour. 
Whose falcon soul sits fast. 

And not intends her high sagacious tour 
Or ere the quar.y sighted; who looks past 
To slow much sweet from little instant sour, 

And in the first does always see the last. 


A COUNoEl/OF MODERATION 

O N him the unjSetitioned heavens descerd. 
Who heaven on earth proposes notlfor end; 
The perilous and celestial excess 
Taking with peac^, lacking with thankfulness. 

Bliss in extreme befits thee not, until 
Thou ht not extreme in bliss;Tie eqillal still: 

Sweets to be grantedr thinkithyself unmeet 
Till thou have learnefl to hold sweet not too sweet 

This thinjyiot far is.he from w*e in art 

Who teacheth; noFwho doth, from wise inWieart. 



Assumpta Mam 


, From “ASSUMPTA MARIA-’’ 

I* 

‘Thou'ncedst net sing new songs, but say th( 0 —Uowlet. 

“ "jV/T ORTALS, that beffld a W oiaan, 

. 1VX Rising ^twixt the Mc:n and Sun; 

Who am I the heavens assume? an 
All am I, and I am one. 

t , 

“Multitudinous ascend I, . 

Dreadful as a battle arrayed. 

For I bear you whither tend I; 

Ye are I: be undismayed ! 

I, the Ark that for the graven- 
Tables of the Law was made; 

Man’s own heart was one,'one H£ave,.,“ 

Both within myjjtsmb jvere'laid. 

For there Antcrof with Eros 
* Heaven with man conjoined was,- - 
Jwin -t lone of the Ca&, Ischyros , 

' Agios Atb&naty. 

“J, the fle»h-girt PaYadises 
Gardenereii by the.Adam n^w, 

Daimied o’er with sweet devices 
Which He lov^th^tf He grew., 

I, the boundless strict sa'Vannah, 

* Which Gc«d’s leaping .feet go through; 

I, the heaven whence the Manna, 

Weary Israel, slid on you! 



A'Soiimpta Maria 

r-fe the Anteros and Eros, 

I the body, He the Cross; 
He’upbeareth me, Ischytos , 
*• *4gios Alhanatos 1 


“I am Daftiel’s myst!^ Mountain, 
Whence the mighty stom was rolled; 
I am the fc-ar Rivers’ fountain, . 

Watering Paradise of old; • 

Cloud down-raining the Just One am, 
Datf le of the Shower of Gold; 

I the Tlostel of the Sun am; 

He the Lamb, and I the Fold, 
lie the Anteros and Eros, 

I the body,^ic the Cross; 
pfeis fast to me, Ischyrns , 

Agios Alhanatos , 


‘ I, the presence-hall where Angels 
Do e¥iv?hecl their placed King- > 

Even my thoughts which, witiout change else, 
Cyclic bum and cyclic sing.. 

T,' tlie Hollow of Ileavep transplanted, 
brc-sthing Eden spring. 

Where with venom all outpantcd 
Lies the Jlmecl Curse shrivelling. 

E'tne "brazen Serpent clear oi^ 

That old fanned knowledge shone; 

I to Wisdom rise, Ischyron , 

Agion Athanaton 1 



Assumpta Ma-rid 

‘Then commanded and spake to me,; 

He who framed all tilings that bc:» 

And my Maker entered tlirohgh me',,- 
In my tent His rest took He,* * 

L,o! He standeth. Spouse a exjL Ifrathr^ 

I to Him, and He to me 6 ' r " 

Who upraised me where my mother 
Fell, beneath the apple-tree. 

tftisen ’twixt Anteros and Eros, ** 

° Blood and Water, Moon and Sun, 
He upbears me. He Ischyros, 

I bear Him, the Atha^aton /” 

* 

* * * 

Where is laid the tord arisen 
In the light we walk in gloom. 

Though the sun lias burst Ijis^irison, 

We know not his bidingcroom, 

: Tell us where the Loj^tojoiJmeth, 

For we find an empty tomb? 

“ Whence He sprung, ther^He returtieth, 
Mystic'Sun; —the Virgiij’f Womb.” 
t Hidden Sun, His beams so n*ar us, 
Cloud enpillared as IJe was 
from of old, there He, IschyYo% 

Wts ouo search} Ath&mftos! 

c * 

Camp of Angels! Well weleven 
Of this thingVnay doubtful* , be,—• 

If fhou art assumed to Jdeaven, 

Or is Heaven assumed to thee! 



Assumpta Maria 

Gonsummatum. Christ the promised, 

Thy maiden realm is Wt>n, O Strong^ 
Since to such sweet Kingdom comest, 
^member me, poor Thief of Sflhg! 

Cadent fUjf the stars along:— 

" Mortals, that behold a woman 
Rising ’twixt the Moon and Sun; 

Who am / the heavens assume? an 
Ml am 1, and I am one." 


From “ AN ANTHEM OF EARTH ” 

• • 

I N nescientness,in nescientness. 

Mother, we put t^sse fleshly lendings ono 
1'hou yield’st ,o thy poor children; took thy gift 
Of life, which m^st, in all the after days 
Be craved again with tears,— 

With fresjj and still petitionary tears: 

Being once bound thine almsmen for*that gift, 
We are.bound to beggary; nor*our owij can call 
The journal dole of customary lifp. 

But after suit obsequious for’t to thee. 

Indeed this flesh, t) Mother, 

A beggar’s gov.n, a client’s Lagging, 

We find,-which fr'om^thy hands we simpiy took, 
Naught dreaming of the after penury, 

In nescientness. 



Fiom “An Anthem ot Earth” 

in a little thought, in ajlittle thought, - , 

)Ve stand and eye thee in a grave dismay, 

Wlvh sad and doubtful questionings when first 
Thou speak’st to us as men: like son's mho hiar 
Newly their motherV history, .unsought , - ♦" 
Before, and "say—“ She is not as wf? drlamed: 

Ah me! we are beguiled! ” What art thou, then. 
That art not our conceiving? Art thou noi 
Too old for thy young children? Or perchafice, 
Keep’st thou a youth perpetual-byrm'shable 
Beyond thy sons decrepit r It is long* 

.Since Time was first a fledgling; 

Yet thou may’st be but as a pendant bulla 
tAgainst his stripling boso/n swung. Alack*! 

For thafwe seem indeed 

To have slipped the world’s grea^ leaping-tinre. 
and come 

Upon thy pinched and dozing d^ys: th8se weed.% 
These ,J corporal leavings, thou ns>4 cast’st us new, 
Fresh from thy craftship, like the lilies’ coats, 

But foist’er us off 

With hasty tafnished piecings negligent, 

Snippets ind*.wastc 

From old ancestral jvearings, > 

That have Seen sorrier usage; r^'iiinder-fleJh 
After our father’s surfeits; nay with chinks. 

Some of us, that if speech fnay.^p ve free lea^e 
‘Our souls go out at elbows. We\?cr 'id 
With mce than our l si'res’ heaviness, and with 
More than their weakness vesk; we shall not bo 
Mighty with all their mightiness, nor shall not 
Rejoice with all their joy. Ay, Mother! Mother! ' 
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From “An Antliem of Earth ” 

What is thfs ^lan, thy darling kissed and cuffed 
Th8u \istingly engender’st, 

To sw«at, and^rnake ills brag, and rot, 

Crowfftc 1 wi,h all honour and all shamefulneSs? 

From ijghdy tcfwess 

He dogs the se?i^t footsteps of the heavens, 

Sffts in his hands the stars, Weighs them as gold-dust, 
£nd yet is he successive unto nothing 
But patrimony of a little mould, 

And entail of fo«r planfcs^Thou hast made his mouth 
Avid of all dominion and all mightiness, 

All sorrow, all delight, all topless grandeurs, 

All beauty, and all starry majesties, 

A'nd djm* lianstellar things;—even that it may, 

Filled in the 'ending with a puff of dust, 

Confess—“ I*is enough.’’•The world left empty 
What that po®r*jnouthful crams. His heart is builded 
Ptr pride, for -potency, infinity, 

All heights, all deSps, and all immensities, 

Anus-d with purple like the house of kings. 

To stall the grey-rat, and thg cariion-worm 
Statelily lodge. Mother ofmiysterieifc! 

Sayer of dark sayings in a thousand *ongues, 

Who b»ingesAorth‘no saying.yet so dark 
As we ou^elve», tfcv darkest! Wc the J-oung, 

In*a little thought, in a little thought, 

At lwt confront jSiee, and ourselves in thee. 

And wake di garmented of^glory: as one 
On a j.’.ount standing, and.igainst him stands, 

On the mount adverse, crowned with westering rays, 
Th*e golden sun, and they two brotherly 
Gaze e*V on <#ch; 



Erbm “ An Anthem of Earth ” 

He faring down 

r po the dull vale, his Godhead peels from hi;n 
Till lie can scarcely spurn the pebble— 

For n 6 *tlungness of new-found mortalit 
That mutinies'against’his galled toO^. 

Littly he sets him to the daily nay, 

With all.around the vaTleys growing gr.ue, 

And known things changed and strange; but he holds oi 
Though all the land of light be widowed, 

■ In a little thought. 

In a little dust, in a little dust, 

Earth, thou reclaim’st us, who do all our lives 
Eind of thee but Egyptian villeinage. 

Thou do?$ this body, this enhavockedureann, 

Subject to ancient and ancestral shadows; 

Descended passions sway it; it is distjaughf , 

With ghostly usurpation, dinned afftd fretted 
With the still-tyrannous dead;"'a haunted tenement, 
Peopled from barrows and outworn ossuaries. 

Thos giv’st us life not half so willingly 
As thou undost‘;hy giving; thou then, teem’st 
The stealthy terror of the sinuoiis pard, 

The lion maned with curled puissance, 

The serpent,«and all fair strong beasts of ravin. 
Thyself most fair acid potent beast of ravin; 

And thy great eaters thou, the greatest, eat’st. 

'Hiou hast devoured mammoth anfl.n^astodon, 

And mdny a floating bonk of fangs, 

The scaly scourges of thy primal brine, 

And the toiVtr-crested plesiosaure. 

Thou fill’st thy mouth with nations, gorgSst slow 
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Fiom “ An Anthem ot iiarth” 

On$\irple aeons of kings; man's hulking tower* 

Are carcase fog thee, and to modern sun 
Disglutt’st t^eir splintered bones. 

R->blTe of ijharaohs and ArSjicid.e 
Keep they" c<jpl house within thee; thou hast sucked* 
down 

Iltow many Ninevehs and rfecatompvloi • 

A id perished cities whose great phan^asmata 
O’ rbrow the silent citizens of Dis:-r 
Ha.t not thy fill? 

Tarry awhile, lean Earth, for thou shalt drink 
Even till thy dull throat sicken. 

The draught thou grow’st most fat on; hcar’st thou not 
The world’s knives bickering in their shea tits? O patience! 
Much offal of a foul world comes thy way. 

And lean’s shoprfluous cloud shall soon be laid 
In a little,blooi. 


In a little peace, In a little peace, 

Thou dost rebate thy rigid purposes 

OHmposed bring, and relenting^ mend’st 

Too bujch, with rought. The westfring; Pliabus’ horse 

Paws i’ the lucent dust as when he shocked 

The J&st with rising; O how*may I trace 

I lathis d«clme*that morr^ng when we did 

Sport ’twiit the claw? of newly-whelped existence. 

Whfch had not get learned rending? we did then *■ 

Divinely staftcf, not knowing yet against u& 

Sent*fice had passed of lift, nor commutation 
Petitioning into death. What’s he th’t of 
Tlie Frge State a/gues? Tellus! bid him stoop, 

Even inhere tie low hit jacet answers him; 
to? 



From “ An Anthem of Earth” 

r r 

Thus low, O Man! there’s freedom’s seignor) 

T“llus’ most reverend sole free commonweal, 

AnS model deeply-policied: there none 
Stan5%on precedence, nor ambitiously 
Woos the impartial worm, whose favours kiss 
With liberal largesse all; there ea«h is free 
To be e’en what he must, which here did strive* 

So much to be he could not; theye all do 
Their uses jpst, with no flown questioning. 

To be took by the hand of.equal earth 
They doff her livery, slip to the worm, 

Which lacqueys them, their suits of maintenance, 

And that soiled workaday apparel cas*t, • 

'Put on condition: Deaths ungentle buffet , 

Alone makes ceremonial manumission; 

So are the heavenly statutes set, and those,* 

Uranian tables of the primal Lavy, 0 
In a l\rtle peace, in a little peree, 

Like fierce beasts that a common thirst makes brother 
W<; draw together to one hid dar^lake; 

In a little'peaq?; in a tie peace, 

We drain ( witii all our bin'.hens, of" dishonour 
Into the deaf.sing sands o’ the thirsty grave. 

The fiery pomps, brave exhalations. 

And all the glistering shows o’ the? seeming world, 
Which the sight aches at, we unwinking see 
Through the smoked glass of De^th; Death, herewith 
, fined 

The muddy wine of life; that earth doth purge 
Of her plethora of man; Death, that doth flusli 
The cumbered gutters of humility; 

Nothing, of nothing king, with front uncrowned, 



Froin “An Anthem of EjytJi 

\^hds(-‘ hand holds crownets; playmate swart o'the 
strong; 

TeneWous mion that flux and refluence draivs 
Oi ill' high*tidgd man; skull-houseiiasp • 

That stings th*heel of kings; true Fount of Youth, 
Wjiere he that ifips is deatliiess; being’s drone-pipe 
Whose nostril turns to blight the shrivelled stars, 
And thicks the liftty breathing of the gun; 
Pontifical Deatfc, that doth the crevasse bridge 
To the steep and trifid God; one mortal birth 
That broker is of immortality. 

Under this dreadful brother uterine. 

This kinsman feared, Tellus, behold me come, 

Thy son stem-nursed; who mortal-mothggrlike. 

To turn thy jveanlings’ rqputh averse, embitter’st 
Thine ftver-clgiHed breast. Now, mortal-sonlike, 
Ithou haSt sufkfBc^, Mother, I at last 
Shall sustenant b« to thee. Here I untramiSel, 
Here I pluck loose the body’s cerementing, 

And break the tomb of life; here I shake off ' 

Tift bur o’ tKt «.vorld, m.ye^ ‘-ongftgjation shun, 
And to the antique order of the dead 
I take the_torfguelejs vows: rrvy cell is set 
Here*in thy bojom; my little trouble is ended 
In*a little peace. 
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Contemplation 

CONTEMPLATION 

'"T -rilS morning saw I, fled the shovver, 

A Tile earth-reclining in a lull of povyer: 

The heavens, pfirsuing not their path, , 

Lay strertched out naked after bathp "* 

Or so it seemed, field, u'.iter, tree, were still 

Nor was there any purpose on the^alm-browed hiH. 

T'he hill, which sometimes visibly is. 

Wrought with unresting energies, 

Looked idly; from the musing wood,- 
And every rock, a life renewed 
Exhaled like an unconscious thought 
When pot‘s, dreaming unperplexed, ' 

Dream that they dream of nought. 

Nature one hour appears a thing unfixed. 

Or to such serene balance brought- 

"Piat he: twin natures cease their sweet alarms, 

And sleep in one another’s arms. 

The Sun with resting pulses seems td- blood, 

And slacken its pOmmariil upon ny unurged bload. 

The river has nit any care 

Its passionless water t<3 the sea to Dear; 

The leaves have brqwn content; 

The wall to me has freshness like a jcent, 

Apd takes half animate the air, * 

Making one life with its e reen moss arid stain; 

And life wilh all things stems top perfect blent 
For anything-of life to be aware. 

The very shades on hill, and tree, -ind plain, 

Where they have fallen doze, and where the^ doze remain 
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Contemplation 

No hill carfktler bo than I; 

Na Stoic its inter-particled vibratiofl 
Invcs’-efcli with 1 stiller he; 

No hea*%n witn a nitre tugeni rest betrays - 
The eyas that omit ga/.e. 

We are too neaAydn that thou shouhls’t cheat 
Me, Nature, with tliv fair deceit. 

In poetfftloating like a wator-ilowcr 
Upon fixe bosom ol the glassy hour. 

In skies that no man see* ty move, 

Turk ui’tumul tuous vortices of power, 

For joy too native, and for agitation 
Too instaijft, too entire for sense thereof. 

Motion like gnats when autumn suns are low,— 
Perpetual ak the prisoned feet of love 
On the heart’s floors with pwined pace that go. 
Fr<5*n stones^ind'poets you may know. 

Nothing so*acti»e iSj»as that which least seerry so. 
For he, that c®ndu*t running wine of song, 
s Tlvn to himself jiocs most belong, 

Wlien he his mental house unbars * 

To tRe irrypnrtunatmand thronging fdtt • 

That round our corporal walls unheeded beat 
Till, al^«on*ainmg, h*e exalt 
liis stature«to*the stars, or s^ars 
Narrow their heaven to jiis fleshly vault: 
Whenplike a city tjhder ocean. 

To Ifumaij thii^gfhe grows adjsolation. 

And is tjfade a habitation • 

For the fluctuous universe 

? ’o lave wi^h unimpeded motion. 

_Ie scarceN'«fretsVhe atmosphere 
H3 
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^ontempiatvon 

With breathing, and his body shares. 

The immobility of rocks; 

jlis heart’s a drop-well of tranquillity; 

Hjs mind more still is than :h„- limbs of ..Mr, 

And yet itg unperturbed velocity 
The spirijt of the simoon mcfcks? r 
He round the soleipn centre ofcfiis soul 
Wheels like a dervish, wliile his being is_, 

Streame ( d with the set of the world’s hargiOiii#s, 

In the loRg draft of whatsoever sphere 
He lists the sweet and dear “ e 

Clangour of his high orbitaan to roll, 

So gracious is his heavenly grace,- 
And the bold stars does hear, 

Evei$: one in his airy fear, 

For evermore 

Shout to each other 'from the $eJks of space, 

As thwart ravines of azure sly-ufs t)l£ mountaineei 

CORRELATED GREATNESS 

O NOTHING,- ip this corppral earth o^m.in. 
That to the imminent heaven o^his high soul 
Responds‘with colour and with ghadow, can 
Lack correlated greatness, ^f the scrt>U*. 

Where thoughts liedast in spell of hterogl voh 
Be mighty through its mighty habitants; 

If God be in His Name; grave potence if* 

The sounds unbipfi of hieratic chantsj 
All’s vast that vastYiess me^nsvNay, I a*9Brm 
Nature-is whole in her least things exprest^ ( 
Nor know we with what scope ^od builds the jvnrt 
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July Fugitive 

Our tT6wns are copied fragments from oiy breast■, 
And aU iftan’s Jiabylons stiivo but to imparj 
I'Ke grandeurs of his Babylonia* heart. 


JULY FUGITIVE* 

/^AN y&u tell me wjiere has hid her, 
■ > Pretty Maid July? 

I would swfar one day ago 
She gassed by, 

J- would ^wear that 5 do know 
The blue bliss of her eye: 

“ Tarry, maid, maid,” I'bid her; 

•* But she hastened by. 

Do you, know where she has hid he%> 

, Majd July? 

Yet i» trfi th it needs must be 
The»fli§ht of her is old; 

Yet in truthfit needs must be, 

For her nest, the earth, is cold. 

No more in the pooled Even, 

Wadelhsr rosy feet. 

Dawn-flakes no more plash from theftt 
To popptes ‘mid tli£ wheat. 


She nas muddied tnff day s»oozes 
With Ijer potulant feet; 
Scared ^if clouds that floated 
. ’ As sea-birds the£ were, 

Slow on the ceerule 
'Lulls of the air, 


l, S 



July ‘Fugitive 

bulled on the luminous 
Levels of air: 

She has chidden in a pet «- 

All her stars frontier;* • 
’NoWtthey winder loose ayd sigh 
■ Through the turbid Vue" 

Now they wander, weep rt and cry— 
Yea, and I too— 

“• V'’hei e are you, sweet^July, 

"Where are you?” 

4l C 

Who hath beheld hes footprints. 

Or tha»pathway she goes? . 

Tell me, wind, tell me, wheat, 

Which of y<3u knows? 

Sleeps she swathed in the flushed Arctic 
Night of the rose? 

Or lie her limbs like Airflow 
On the lily’s snovvT? (> ° 

Gales, that Are all-visitant, ‘ 

Find the runaway; c 
Ahd frfT him who findeth.her 
4 > \I do charge.jou *iy) 

I will throw largesse of bropm 
„ Of this summer’s" mintage^ 

I will brpach aohoncy-ba£ 

Of the bee’s Ijest vintage. 

Breezes, wheat, flowers sweet, 

None qf < hem know/ 1 ! *' 

How then aba'll we lure her bad 
From the way she goes? 
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July Fugitive 

l'or it were a shameful thing, 

Sav^we not this comer 
Autumn camp upon the fields 
Red itith*rout of Summer. 

When the Bird quits tlfe cage. 

We set the cage outside. 

With seed a?!d with water. 

And the door wide. 

Haply we may win it so 
Back to abide 
Han£ her cage of earth out 

•O’er Heaven’s jumvard wall, 

Ifs four gates open, winds in watch 
By rained cars afc all; 

Relume ii*4ianging hedgerows 

The ^ift^uenched blossom. 

And roses sch» their tears out 

On the gale’s warm heaving bosom 
Shake thse lflies till their scer*t 
Over-drip their dms, 

Tha* our runaway may see 
We do know her whijns: 

Sleek the tumbled waters out 
for her travelled^imbs? 

S»trew and sn % ooth*bluc night thereon, 
Theif yfllll—O not doubt her!— 
Thp*Io vely sleepy lady TiS, 

With all h«r stars about her! 


, “7 



Any Saint 


an'y saint - 


H IS sjioulder did fttold 

Too high that I o’erbold 
Weak one. 

Should lean thereon*. 


But He a little hath 
Declined His stately path 
And my 

Feet se^ more high; 

• 

That the ^Jack arm may reach 
His shoulder, and faity: speech 
Stir 

His unwitherirgThiair. 

And bolder no", and bolder 
I^fean upon that si oulder, 

IT s^dear^ 

He is and near. 

And with His aureole 
Thfe treses of my soul 
Artf blen r 
In wished c^fftput. 

Yea, this too gentl y Lover 
Hath flattering words to move her 
To pridij 

By His sweet 6'de. 



Any Saint 

Ah., Love! somewhat let l*e! 
Lest^ny humility 

Glow weak 

Wheji Thou dost speak! 

R-bal#Thy tendgr suit. 

Lest to herself impute 
.. Some worth 
Tfchy b.ide of earth! 

A m.Jd too easily 
Conceits herself to be 
Those things 
Her lover sings; 

* 

, Anbeing straidy wooed. 
Believes heiself the Good 
st And Fair 
.peeks in her. 

Turn something of Thy look, 
Anci feaa me with rebuke, 
Thai; 5 

May timorously 

Take tremors in Thy arms. 
And with contrived charms 
All are 
unsure. 

Not to me, not t». iSie,^ 
Builded sd flawfully, 

O God, 

"thy humbling laud! 
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Any Saint 

Not to this man, but Man,— 
Universe in a span; 

Point 

Of tlte spheres conjoint.;' 

In whom etern-ill y ^ . 

Thou, Lijfht, dost ft., i . Thee!— 
IDidst pave 

The wa v o’ the' wav c. 

Rivet v. ith -cars the Heaven, 

For causeways tc Thy driven 
Car 

In its coming far 

Z 

Unto him, only him; 

In Thy deilic whim 

IDidst fctpund* 

Thy works’ gi^ft found 

m 

In this small ling of fie* 

The sky’s gold-kno-t«d icesh 
Thy wrist 
Did onTy twist 

To raketliim in thtvt net.— 

Man ! s\\ in^»ing-v i^kcrt si t 
Between 

The Unseen anil Seer . 

• 

Lo, God’sUvio worlds'immeiise, 
Of spirit and of s«nse. 

Wed 

In this narrow be^i; 
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Any Saint 

Yea, and the midge’s hymn 
Answgrs the seraphim 
Athwart 

T'hy body’s court! 

Gic tttpi m-fe'low of God ! 

To t 1 .. . incestral cl«d 

Kin. 

\nif to cherubin; 

Bread piedilccte ily 
O’ the worm and Deity! 

Hark, 

O God’s clay-sealed Ark, 

To praise that fits thee, clear 
To the ear withi* the ear,' 

** JBuy dense 

T»(ffs4ajr 

-sealed sense. 

Thee God’s great utterance bore, 
O ^jcr%u metaphoi 
Of what 

Thou drea-, 11'st no jot! 

C.osnftc matonymy! . 

V^'eak vo^rl-l-unsliuttering kejh 
On • 

Sea^of Solomon! 

•Trop*e“tliat itself mnf scans 
Its huge significance. 

Which tries 
CTherubic eyes. 
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Any Saint 

Prime, where the angels all 
God’s grammar spell in smal 
- Nor spell 

The highest too iyell- 

M , 

Point for the^reat desca-'ts 
Of starry disputants; 
r Equation 

-Of creation. 

Thou mean-ng, couldst thcu see. 
Of all which dafteth thee; 

So plain. 

It mocks thy pain; 

Stone of the Law indeed. 

Thine own self couldst tlyju read* 
Thy bliss 
Within thee is. 

Compost of Heaven and mile. 
Slow fo©t and"swift desir^! 

*- Lo, . 

'J'o have Yes, choose No; 

• 

Gird, and thou shalr unbind; * 
Seek not, and thou s~fa$t rind; 

To eat. 

Deny thy raea,; . 

And thou slftifr be fulfilled 
With all sweet thi igs‘Unwilled: 

So best 

God loves to jest 



Any Saint 

With children small—a fr Ak 
Of hgavenl v hide-and-seek 

Fit 

F<?r thy wayward wit, 

\Vl>*j art thyself a thing 
Of whim and wavering; 

“Free 

When His wing? pen. thGe; 

Sole fully fcjest, to feel 
■God whistle thee at heel; 

Drunk up 
a dew-chop. 

Whoa He bendsdown, sun-wise, 
Ii^enBjierable eyes; 

• •JMost proud, 

,Wfltn utterly bowed, 

TccfeqJ thyself and be 
His deyir nonentity— 

CaugJft 

JPeyond human thought 

Jn the»tljjf nder-spout of Hint, 
Until thy tfeing aim * 

And be 

Dead deathlessly. 

Stoop,*stqpp; fof thou dost feat 
The nettle’s wrathful spear. 

So slight 

krt thou of might! 



Any Saint 

Rise; for Heaven hath no frown 
When thou to thee pluckVt down, 
Strong clod 1 
The neck of God. 


From “THE VICTORIAN Of) Li ' 

Written ftir^th Queen's Golden Jubilee D , ( q 9/ 

’I" O, in this dav we k:q> the yesterdaj 
1 v And those great dead of the Vidtorian line. 4 ' 
They passed, they passed, but cannot pass away, 

For England feels them in her blood-like Wine. 

She was ^heir mother, andHi?is’their 4 dfli.ght«er, 

This lady of the water, 

And from their loins she'draws tlu^grcatness wh.ich 
they were. 

And stil' their wisdom sways, 

Their power In es in her. 

The;r thews it is, England, that liff,/hy swoid" 

They are the spleftdour, England i;i thy song,. 

They sit unbidden at.thy t.stihc^-' bbard, # 

Their fame dot<i compass all th^coasts from wrong, 
And in thy syiews they are strong. 

Their absence is a preserve atuj» ffrguest 
In this day’s feast; 

I^hls living feast is aiso 01 me uc<tu 4 
And thii, O England, jsghine All Sfluls’ Day. 

And whenchy cities flak-, -he nigh?with flair is, 

Thy proudest, tore lies yet shall be their names. 

* Whom the poet passed before him in ahostly pncession—the* 
“holy poet c ,” aoldiei'-, sailors, and men of scieni*. “ 



F^om “The Victorian Ode*’ 

Come hitheT, f>roud and ancient East, 

3atls?r Je to tin. Lady of the Noi thf 
And sit down wHli her .it her solemn feast, 
l5pon this eulnflnanr day of all her days; 

For "ye h ■. ITKnJ tip- thund* of lie# goings-toi ill, 
And wflnde. >f b^r larao impel i.d n.i\ ^ 

Let I,ndia semi lieTturbaiis, a»l Japan 
Hei pid’-afcd tests fiotn that 1 emotest isle 
Seated ifi the antccflamheis of the Sun. 

And let her Western sisters lm a \\ bile 
Remit 1. ng envy and disunion, 

And take in peace 

Her hand bdund the bucklei of hei ~eas, 

’Gainst Avh'cli th'einwguj^has splintered; eoinc, tn 

she 

Her hand ungauntlcts in mjd amity. 

VidVn 1 a 1 \3u£enfwhose name ' s v ieitoi-y, 

Wbc e woniffli’^ntsure sorteth best with peace, 

Bid t. on the cloud-rtf war to cease 
►Which ever torpid thy wide-put empeiy 
Fumcs*hke ti^smtikc about a bunmra briin 1, 
Tellnfg tile enera.es wlfcifh keep w itlu^j 
The light Smjuencliefffas EnglaTid s lniht' sh..ll he; 
And let Hus dayHiearpnly peaceful din. 

For qu#enly wy.nyuWdiou art mote th.fli woman, 
Thy#name t^te ofien-st.uck ^aiharfan shuns. 

Thou :yt the tear oj Lnul.uid to hei locmeu, 

The l«ve of Engjaftd to hei sons. 

And thisrfiy glonous day ■'^-•aland's; who 
Can sepSrate the twe J 



From “The Victorian Ode” 

• 

Now «n-o thee 

Xte plenitude of tlie glones thou dids^ sow 
•Is^arpcrcd up in prosperous memory; 

Anu, for the perfect e\ emng of thy day, 

An uhfumultuous bliss, sercnei) gay, 

Sweetened wfth silence of the *lte:-glb\s' 

r 

Nor does the joyous shout 

Which all our lips give out 

Jar on thatequietude; more th.uv may .10 

A radiant childish crew, 

With well-accoidant discord fretting the*e^ft hoar. 
Whose hair is yellowed by the sinking bla/e 
Over a low-mouthed sea. Exult, yet bi; not twirled, 
.England, by gusts of mere 
Blind a id insensate lightness; neither k-;u 
'I'he vastness of thy shadow on tht; work!. 

If in the East 

Still strains against its leash the#lijgin%tcd beast 
Of wir; if yet the canon’s lip 'it warm; 

Thou, whom these portents wain but not alarm, 
Fifastest, but with thine hand up®ti Uie swiJrd, 

As fits a warrior race. 

Not like tile SaxoiT fools of olucu day 7 

With the mead dripping from the»hairy mouth, 

While all the South 

Filled with the shave?r--facca^P tlie Ncfrman liprde. 
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St Mnnica 


ST MONICA , 

A T the Crus; tliv station keeping , 

With the mournful mother wcdjJing, 
Thou"unio tjic sinles# Son, 

Weepest 4t»t th v sinful one. 

Blo.ni ana water froift His side 
Crush; in thee the streams divide- 
From,thine eyes the one doth ktart. 

But the other frpm thy heart. 


Mary, for thy sinner, see. 

To he£ Sinless mourns with thee: 

that Son t^e son not heed, 

For vvhom two such mothers pleadi 
S*o thy *hild had baptism twice. 

And jjhe«*vhitest from thine eyes. 

, ^ 

The floods-Jift up, lift up their voice. 
With a many-watered noise l 
DowBkth* centuries fall those sweet 
Sobbing waters to our feet. 

And our l*a<Jen ai? still keeps 
Murmui of ^ Saint that wccf>s. 


Tes*h'us b»t,^o gjKc oyr prayers. 

Such divinity A. tears,- 

Earth shoiiid be lustrate again 
With cbtiftrition of tfeat rain: 
if ill celestial ^floods b’er rise 
The high tops of Paradise. 
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To the Sinking Sun 

TO THE SINKING SUN 
'*T T OW graciously thou wear'st the ;-oke 
A Of use that does noi fail! 

The grasSes, like in anchored smoke,' 

Ride in the bending gale; . ■> 

This knoll is snowed with blosmy manna. 
And fire-dropt as a seraplds mail. 

Here ev»rv eve thou stretchest ou't 
Untarnishable wing,’ 

And marvellously bring’s* about 
Newly an olden thing; m 
Nor ever through like-ordered he°avc*t^ 
EJoves largely thy grave progressing.® 

Here every eve ihougoest down 
Behind the self-same hill, 

Nor ever twic<- alike go’st do^K'a-. 

Behind the self-same hill f‘ “* 

Nor like-ways is one flame-sopped flower 
Possessed,ivitli glory past itS will. 

Not ty ice alikej I am.not Wind, 

Hi y sight is live to see; 

And ye£ I do ccnnplain of tlij 
Weary variety, 

O Sun! I ask thee less ot more. 

Change not at all, or uttei'Jy! 

C . . s 4 '* 

O give me unprevLioned new," 

■ Or give to change reprieve ! 

For nevV in me is olden too. 

That I.for sameness grieve , 
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the Sinking Sun 

© Bowers! O grasses! be but onte 
Tie grass and flower of vester-eve! 

•Wonder gnd sadness are tjie lot 

pf clnyigefthfiu yield’st mine eyes 
Grief of vici^tude, but got 
• Its # penetrant surprise. 

.Irrftiutability giutablc 

Surthe.is my spirit and the skies* 

O altered joy, all joyecPof yore, 

Plodding in umonned ways! 

O griefjgrieved opt, and yet once more 
A djdl, new, staled amaze! 

I dream, arid all was dreamed before, 
Or.drearrgI so? the djeamer sa vs. 

"DREAM-TRYS^' 

T HE breaths of kissing night and day 
.Were mingled in the eastern Heaven 
Throbbing with unheard melody 

Shook Lyra afl*i« star,chordrfeve... - 

When dusk shrunk cold, and liglft trod shy, 
•And dawn’s grey eyes Were troubled grey 
Ad sauls wefhjfpalely jjfp theysky, 

And mine to L\ide. 

Ther* was no Change m ner svveei eyes 
Since laSt I saw j:hose swejff ayes shine; , 

These \*as no chang* in her deep heart 
Since last that deep heart knocked at mine. 
Her,eygs wywclear, her eyes were Hope’s, 
Wherein <lid ever conae#nd go 
.>*9 i 



Dream-Tryst 

The sparkle of the fountain drops 
From her sweet soul below. 

The chajnbers in^the house of dream? 

Are fed with so divine an arr, , 

That Time’s hoa£ wings grot'"young therein. 
And they who walk there are mn^j fair. 

I joyed for me, I joyec^for her, 

4Vho with the Past meet girt about: 
Where our las* kiss still warms the air. 
Nor can her eyes go odt. 


“ IN NO STRANG&LANt) ” 

► 

“ The Kingdom of Goe^js uiiuun you. - 

O WORLD mvisible,"we view thee, 
O world intangiblJ* w« toucJT thee, 
’”orld unknowable. yTe know th«e. 
Inapprehensible, we clutch thee! 

l\oe-> the fish soar to"find the*oc«aui, 

'File eagle pi ;nge to^fifld thewair— 

That we ask of tire stars in motion 
If they have rumour djf thee ther<£P 

Not where? tije wneeimg systems darken, 
And our benumbed "conceiving sftans'— 
The drift of pinions, would we hearken, 
Beats at our own clay^-sjiuttsi'qjk doors. * 
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In no Strange Land v 


<rrie Keep tneir ancient 'puces,—• 

Tingi but a stone, and stait a wing! 

■ ’T.*fs ye,’’tis your estranged faces, 

Tlirt miss t)»e m.uiy-splenduuu-d,thing. 

But (when ^ sad thou #anst not saddei) 

Crv’;*—and upon tiiv so soie loss 
Shill shine thf traffic of Jacob’s lafldcr 
Pitched betwixt Heat en and dialing Crus 

Yc„, m the ’flight, my Soul, my daughter, 
Cry,—clinging Heaven by the hems; 

And lc$ Christ walking on the water 
Notiol ■Gencsarcth, bftt Thames ! * 

a • • 


* * Tina ♦oem ^foimd Ji’rjtfng hia [Jf w J ,cn dicd) 
Vrarftis Thompson might }.ct have worked upon to 
remove, here a defective rhyme, there an ur.evpec ej 
elision. %ut no altered tfind would he have brought to tlie 
numor? of it; and*$e prevision of “llcavcn in Lartli 
and P God *i # Man,” pervading Ins g?rl*r published ve^c, 
•vc lind Vre accented bv poignantly local and personal 
illusions For in these triumphing stanzas, we !«>ld in 
rct'otpect, as did he, those days and nights of human 

.dcrehction.h* spent b-aide London’s River, and m the 

shadow—^ all r.id:Ji|ce to him—of Charing tru. 
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Envoy 


cJCNVOY ✓ 

G O, songs, for ended is our brief, sw8c^play; 

Go,Children of swift joy and tardy sorrow: 
And some arc sung, and rhat was yesterday, 

And some unsung, and that may be to s morrO'c 
Go forth; and if it be o’er stony way, 

Old joy can lend what newer grief jnust borrow: 
And_it w'as sweet, and-that was yesterday, 

And sweet is sw-eet, though purchased with sorro 

Go, songs, and come not back &om yo/r far way: 

And if men ask you why ye smil%^nd sorrow, 
Ten them ye grieve, for yoiyjiearts know Td-dav, 
Tell them ye smile , f or your eyes know To-morro 
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ci at tons oj Francis Z honipson 

“Such p’orvimcment; prosed a! l.ayhat a poet who hadtio jrtcnd 
save sucj A bis published rnh-ms g mud /nr bm.coulS^unt mi an imme¬ 
diate recognition for V/' minis, bar these tributes, and matt more of 
tike welcoming, plac/M him tnaantl'P out oj rave «j the lommon 
casualties oi criticism '—■ from the “ Nojfov 1'ranch I'komi'suv ’’ 
(?■•*“ ».* the writer ft the "Sate" his km attempt, J a cntL.il 
estimate of the poetry , sore of tbc'c .lppreciatm,i*jjmn< a pert 
if the pot ”i life-bistqiy and ma oj the literary history oj his tine, 
■are here reproduced. 

M R FRANC'S 'I HO vfl’SON' is a water whom it is impos¬ 
sible t]}at any efuai-r^d judge should ilcriy to be a “new puet.” 
i u.t Millie mest poets ut In. quality have iru dly to wait a quarter 
< f A century o mmc for ad'.qiialf recoiiuli.in, this poet is pretty 1 
5 ire of a wide -nd •liincdiato acknowledgement.. . . We .mil th.it 
in these norms mufound thought, fir-fetched splendour of 
imagery, aitd nimble-wittcd disceAment nf those analogies which 
arC ^ie loots of fche poet’s language, abound . . . qualities which 
ought to placeium qj tfce jicrmancnt ranks of fame, with Cowley 
andwithC’RASHAW... %‘{he llouui oj Heaven luiso great #id pas¬ 
sionate and such a metre-creating lutive, that we are earned user 
all obstructions of the rhythmic il current, and are eompellul to 
pronounce it, a% the *nd. one of the very fe,v “ great ” odes*of 
whichjhe language can boast. In a le>,cr dee.rJl; this ittctro-m.ikiiii; 
passion prevails in the s-v,n remarkable piey^aUj^^ritf m Ilians 
Lap, poems ol which Laura might base hei n proud, and L"crlha 
not ashamed to hav%had addressed to her. The Siam region of Mr 
TiiOMi’sm’s poetry is the*Miexh.iu»tibI<»and hitliirjo almu-t un- 
w orked ftine of Cajholit^Jnlosophy. f^t but that he knows better 
thaneto makt nis rcligioirthc dirccfsubjccPof any of his poems, 
units? it presents itself to him as a human passion, and the most 
human #f passions, as it does in the splendid ode just noticed, m 
which Cod’s longjjpsmt and final conquest of the resisting soul 
is dcscribct^ifl a tonWt of as humanly impressive verse as was cvA 
inspired ljf a natural affeAon. Mr l l’HOMPSON places Hfmsclf^by 
these ^>oems, in the frgnttank of the pioneers of the movement 
which, if it be not checked, as in the history of the world it has once 
,or twice b jet* checked before, by premature formulation and by 
popular yi£ prtfane^perversion, must end in creating a “ new 
>35 
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heaven and a new earth.”— Coventry Patmoki* rti The Tcrt• 
nightly Review. ' k 

I T ir ot only the religious ecstasy of Crash aw that tljey recall; 

for sifthe darinirlyfantastic imagery '1 the lif.e-lyricAhyper¬ 
bole.all ftiat strjn^c mixture and artifice,ofspmitanfous passion and 
studied conceit, which were*so characi'tisiif of the ag > of Cra- 
shaw, arc with the same astonishing fidelity^* produced {Vlierc, 
unless, perhaps, in here and tfcerc a sonnet iff Rossi tti's, has tins* 
sort of sublimated cntluisi ism for the bodily and spiritual bc*uty 
of womanhood found such expression as in Love tn Diai\i L'fP 
between the ai$ of the Stuarts and our o\?n? To realize the full 
extent to wine* the Minions, or seini-rduimis, emotions—now 
ecstatic, now awe-stneken—doifinaf* and colour the entire fabric 
of these strange poems, they must be read throughout. ,In the 
i lines To the Dead Cardinal of If’estt'iinM.r we see them at their Bub* 
tic st, and in the very powerful piece, T he IIoui 9 1 of Heaven —a poem 
setting forth the pursuit of the human soul by dmncjfcrace—they 
fire at thur most intense. .. . Th^ minority w'ho can recognize the 
essentials inder the accidents of poetry, and w|jo ftvl thft it is to 
poetic Form alone, and not to forms, that eternity belongs, will 
agree that, alike in wealth and dtfcmty of imagiiAtion, in^Icpth and 
subtlety of thought, and in magic and mastc^ of language, a new 
poet of the first rank is to be wclcomcd^in the futhor of ^hij 
volumc.*-II. D. Traill, in The A 'ineteentbj^entury. 

T HE first thing to be done, and by far the most important, is to 
recognize that w r e arc here face to facey^th a ^oet of tke first 
order, a man *>f imagination all compact, a seer and singer of rare 
genius He rcvcl^ indeed in “ orgiac imageries,” and reveli^ im¬ 
plies excess. ifut when excess 19 an*cxccss of strength,*he debauch 
a debauch of bcaiAy, who can condemn or ev^n regret it? Wouh? 
we had a few more poets wjio could exceed in such imagery as this! 
It is no minor Caroline 6ing^ he recalls, hit£ the Tacobean Viales- 
peare. — The Daily Cbemicle. \ 

A VOLUME of poetry has not appeartd in Quun Vicjoria’s 
rci^n more authentic in greatness of^itMance than J1119 In 
tit; rich and virile harmonic* of h s line, lft »Trang<* and lovely 
vision, in f indamental meatun@L he is poAibly the first ofVictonan 
poe&, and at least is he of none the infefcor^.. . . In all sobriety do 
we believe him'uf all poets to fc> e the most celestial in vision^the 
most august in faculty. ... In a word, a new planet hjs swum into 
tlic ken of the watchers of the poetic skies? J'hcscMrc^ig words; 
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but we bin* tyiL.1,,.1 i!,.'.,, 

S r'-'-lry v.lucli ,li-„.unuis tl..- ll,..nboy .nt .ipui*. ia- 
iioiffl of»the more ^facile lmpn , i.i.M, and y.tes Iflm p.ime m Ins* 
ready-made enthusiasms. It i« pit nt on the first p.n.. tlyr thoc 
is gcniydfti tlus^igpintiyn, and lh>* >;n \t n' t«* in tins 11JL1 ranee; 
blT j r ? KC affCr rcu * al '' thl *md th** «*tr.inint! li? ruh. r 
and the tfrangrr in to nvmy 0,1 nin *rnn.»ds ai.t n«.l me mires, 
that life revKvvt-r f*Is thi n,\« .-itv ..funtion 9 In |...tl, u , ■ .Ws 


Thompson appear i^re auth. iitu.i|lv a p... 1 than in tin 1 nt that 
Ins Si'Tisc heauly is p.i’-l of hn r< lu mn In tin.In 1 Id . Sun 1 \ Y, 
c y c P^f^at Siinm’s vn S f of Ik aut v w i-. Ins p h non, ind 1 im d111 
an atirftspherc of s« nviVu c n' c -, .1 «• u unii n« -s 11■ iv§Ii i« hti h of the 
grosscrVaints of earth about it nidi «.1, hut winches till «i minuis- 
ncss. Therefore. SnfiLFt wr.tfo the id'iimm EWsvMJwi. tliuc- 
fore, I HOMi'so>T % wntc 9 lltr Partuut , the Imuri >t and ere licit 
ijocm in his book, and, spi dm 1 / for our- lvi s, we sh ill sav at once 
that Eptpivchi.lwn, l^png uin.jue in the latum 140, h is at 1 r.t found 
its parallel, jcrliflps its p<*£r, in lltr Party,nt ()f this “ Her " of Mr 
Thompsons must say tint sh<" is the m truilu.nur of his hoo\. 
If his scAse o£beamy is part of l?ts p limon, his r Inn m u that of a 
rapt Cathohc, to whom the vrv In avip, with all th it tip r< 1 1 he, 
is open and palpaTV, his is the (_\*h"ln.iun of profound *11 v Ikuiu, 
atd of the most universal temper. . . It is p« rf« uly sife to ailirm 
thal if Mr TiiRmpso^ write no other hn-, by this vohnne alone « 
1 t is as secure of*remembrance as any po.-t of the c'*n f ury. 
His vocabulary is ve?j?great. . . . Mr Thomson’s lus^vnhimc 
is no mere pronftse—it is itself ai.inn? the gre it achieve¬ 
ment^ of English poetry, it has readied the peak, of Parnassus $t a 
bound. * * 

Hi* has actually -ccomphslud the high thine in mctaphy-kal 
poetry thatJDoNNL ana^CRS-.nllw onlv li* mysticism 

•is infinitely more profound and significant ^han them, as his 
imagination is mo?e lmj^ulsive, ard.*n^ and beautif ll. IT.* i>* the 
great J’latonfst of I'mjJ^sh poetry. I f M r Thom*hn had never 
wrgtcn anytftinif after Jlis lirst v^uHic,^t^erc would be but one 
Stuart poet with whom the author of Her Portrait could he com- 
pared^or orchestral majesties of song, and that one Milton. . . . 
lie is*n argonaut of literature, far travelled in the realms of gold,* 
and he has a atrifhgc degree the aMimilative mind . . \>e do ijot 
think we forget any ofely splcndi^hfigs of an Lntrli^ anthology 
whea w<?say that Tbe Ilyind of Heavy seems to us, on the vjinle, 
the^most wonderful tync in the language. It hngcaa all the stops of 
the spirit, and we hear now a thrilling and dolorous note of doom, 
and now^c c/iirin^sA' the spheres, a»d now the very pip«.s of Pan, 
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but lyiticr all the still, sad music of humanity. If t trie return ol 
the nineteenth renttyy to Thomas a Kempis. —J. L. Gar*i^ in 
*Tbe Net^fastle Cbronule and in The Bookman. 

T HJ*fine frenzy, and the fine line t’ **se arc^wr. roni*aiiara£- 
tcrfttics of Mr Thompson’s really jenuirh.iM<»pn"m. One has 
seldom seen poeJ*more wilJly abandoned tl. his rapliffe^ more 
. bsorbed in the trjncc of Ins ecstasy When the * resistible moment 
comes, he throws himself upo#lns mood as ; fc glad swimmer gives 
himself to the waves, careless whither the strong tide caincsdifm, 
knowing only the wild jov of the laughing waters and the nvbojv 
•pray. lie shout*, as it were, for mere gladness, ir the wetter of 
^wonderful words? and he dives swift and fcarlcsj to fetch \vf deep- 
rca fancier When weak m r n ventsrrc tfn these vagaries they drown; 
hut Mr Thompson is a strong swimmer I lypcrVlci, which i* other 
hands had seemed merely al surd, in his delight us as examples ofr 
that 41 fine excess” which is one of the motfr enthralling of the 
many enchantments of poetry. . . . Indeed, Mr '1*ho4pson must 
S*mply be Crasiiaw born again, biU born greater. Th-jigh the con- 
o ption, ft*« example, of Tbt Hound of Heaven— tjpc cjie of $ sinner 
fleeing from the love of Christ— is cx.ictl) .11 Cr* ct iaw’s vein, yet 
it was not in Ins power to have sfcirgtsud such tromend/us speed 
and terror of flight as wluils through every linc^of I^jlr Thompson’s 
poem.—R. Le Galliennf, in The Daily Cbrfpu^e K , 

A NEW poet—and this time a major and noU minor one. Of 
the section called Litre in Dian's Lap, 'much might he said of its 
extraordinary conception and workmanship #The ^ction i# one 
l° n E>.bediitilultfong of^ruse, and even worship, of one whom the 
poet calls his 44 dgqr admimstress.” Rut su^ejy never was w^lnan 
worshipped wiftrmorc inter chastify of passion. Whciher Before 
her Portrait in 2 'outb, or regarding her as A poet freaking silence , or 
only reflecting on her weanvg of a new d*?ss, the Pocj is sctfull of 
fine matter and fo adoring i^is exprc 3 sioi»a< it, as to bring li ante 
himself to mind —St Jtgnefs Gm^ette. 

H ERE are dominion—domination ovc* language, and 1 sin¬ 
cerity as of Robert Burns. ... 1 he cpi itieto 11 blithe has%ccn 
sadfcy stalled and distorted by ^nuc writers, aila Ithere Ss^i danger 
in applying * in its honest light*vithout Ivdfning. This safeguard 
established, we have to say that in our ifpixyofi Mr Thompson's 
poetry at its higflcst attains a sublimity unsurpassed by any Vic¬ 
torian poet—a sublimity which will stand the hideous, tegt of ex¬ 
tracts In Her Portrait a constant interchange’#f syiAbol^bctwecn 
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earthly ami 
Stf^hir. 


Ffancis Thompson 

kca*:nly be uity pulses like da y jnd injhf ^—The 


L\Ti' R1, S ind culciLCf muse lux lniljnintiiwstiiforluin, 

,t r fhe I'f^teicnMn «.t cf.r-eh >! lr, iiid“clnii«lvfr"p^i , s* , \\f , rc * 

antinualJr f*in* into lin hui.U, an I 1, ,lf ihrmi, h tlifm, in his 
urr £ t s jnd*ra*.h h them lie ^v.-n >\r r- me .■ * m a 
ens-r of uolii, r fi* \ ault of a chip. I wh p* 1,.- j, ,d hum: 
otive offering \\\n tv chant- ten Ins chip. I .,t d.» mi . th • 

.*er<- oft^n airs which ho h i-l 1 arm Irma Cw viiv.v an l fr-.rn l’u- 
' OB # 'I hey critic to hj. .uiiii \\h« n h< u ,\ th ir, and lie mi.V 
or himself a mine whuli was j.»rt sti in-ilv f.iifih sr uni p..t his 
’Vn, ilniost bzwiJJcui d y. Smh n ’d-nof , ailtt null urJii.iaa^ 
ion of sound wore hoard n<f/.li.#e the, and p ,»plc listened to th. 
nusi^ entranced ms by a new mi;ic. '1 lie , i-nun nf Iranm-, 
FiruMi'SoN .’as OiiCiiiah exult r.uit in colour, wovin into dahu- 
*ate patterns, and fee ntjh aped in <>1«I .alk ruin s, lliat h i>l i ui\i\c3 
many dyiVbt; a. r l !u socctaclc of him was an < nchantin* ut, lie 
passed like. frvwhl xa^abo id the mind, di/zuiu our sieht 
had no nit $ -v_p ,i>nt lie dmpt sent'um -»l>v tie* \\ iv, or ,a of joy or 
pity, loye ol ut^jrui, w«-i 1 ip cl the Virgin and tue Saint-., .in<l of 
those wyo w r ere pjtfron s . ,r ir 3 ttelnm mi earth. In-. \"u.«* \v r. heard 
iike 3 wandering munc, winch no one licctioti 1 -»rwli.»t it said, m a 
ton jjic^but^hich came troiihiinidy into the mind, bung¬ 
ing it the solace of l^wdd, recapture-1 m» 1 s«li s. ()tlier £nets of his 
time have had deeper tni"gs to «ny,arff! l m.»p ll i.xh ®sbciuty, others 
have put more nt their hearts into their s«m r , hut no one has been 
a totch wav^J witl*so fitful a splendour o\« r the gulfs of our^Iark- 

i.ess.— Arthur Symons, m 'The Saturday & vic.o. 

• • 


O F ov young men thereto scarccoflWho^T^ctryis not femi¬ 
nine. Browning was the 1 i3t great ma .te.lmc i und in poetry, 
and there jiced not be*Jr.fl raggednesp to emulate his manhweys nf 
hcjte- ■ • -ITo rcat * Francis Ifly^rsoN’s I$e*ns. then, is like 
sitting Sail witfi Dflxffe or llAygtJNS inVarch of nav worlds and 
yolden spods lie has the migmficcnt Ehra^thau manner, the 
3plc#dour of conception, the largeness of imigery.— Katharine 
Ty£an-IIiKkso*|j ii fTbe Bookman. 

A ^a matter ofTaflt—such •'actlis one Kisses tniuook to in a 
court o/law^t Was in a raihwy carriage on my \vay^>ack to 
I*mdoryihfft I first read Mr Thompson’s pod9!i, 7be Mistress of 
I'tnonJbvX, in such truth as would j>ass anywhere but in a court of 
law, i£Y| 6 A Ca^ondge, in the hfght of the summer term and in 
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a Fell -v-' Gar ill n tliit th" revel *tiun fust c.m.i I 'bought tl.en 
HJ.111V enrluisi.ibrn # tl-atjiio such poem hail been written or attemp¬ 
ted siPti '/oLFRint.E attempt* *1, and left oil writing, KuHa "kfrjn 
In i cowl hoi r I think so yet, and, were iny ige twi nt v-five or 
so, it woi J d delight me to sw*ar to it, ndi a to * / mm's d-uv-^ 
bridge w hS shuts his sates against it, and blow in/ »lo 'd eh il- 

lerge It is ven'v « t wcind'-riul fr<eni; hung, like Ilitiv t ile. .a yaui- 
dlc air—a sleeping palace of b*‘ uity *• t in a idi^ in the heart of 
the woods of \Vesunn un, &ur* : ed tli«T** .11* ru".’i i/e.J with 
a £n*p as s iti-fvm and miiiim iri mg a tl <11 'rid v-'iithful Vngrigfl 
after beauty '1 o nv* al «• my ad mril "ii 'u mil ton lint to 
but four or live \ A .ars 1> i.c me uni ep* ill ant *lt «-i , * , ri* , d to i^e to 
more likely to 5 «* a j ri liable joy, becni't* 1 l^,nl onee clinched 
at, and seemed to grasp, similar briuti's m I’m Mr Fun oi-juv’s 
thought, always strong, often runs into phra es »f exquisite cet- 
n^s and exipnutc clarity .. . The lints bc_.ii.ung: 

u Firm is the man, and set h"y*or the cast « 

Of fortune’s game and the iiiniuiroui. hour,” * 
arc worthy to be rein-inhered b&nlc D\nifi’s I'frstle lo ike 
Countess of Cumberland .— Quiller Couch (,“ U*”J. m Tkc Daily 
News. m ~ * 


^■TMIO.MPSON’S poetry is a‘‘wassail of orginc imiTgyics ” II 
1 a poet’s poet, like Sun iev and JIlakk LpoAer to follow' In.n 
as he soars’from linage to m. a*' and symbol to* symbol, you must 
have the rare wines of liiiaeiii.'Liun .. Tii.Tmison ,ni\ej his meta¬ 
phors <o w is< ly that they illumine each other, strange light bliqpt- 
in" out of tli.-ir wltenn* chaos, like the radiance of*ph i 0 phorea- 
ccnt waves. He troubles you with sudden pictufcs that Hash flit 
against the blatkf°. n K n ^TP r ^ift of dreadful vision is notjound in 
Crashaw or in I’aim^pf, in Donsf or in IliFDF.y, and therefore 
it seems to ine that '1 iiomps^n is ess -ntiallf more akin to Bi^iivf, 
Coleriijgl and RcJssmi than t^ the cccleBi.^g^ical mystics. Ile^s a 
twentictli-crntury mystic^tfTFn’ a ^evcntecnf^-centilry fnanner.— t 
James Douglas, m 7J.K. Morning Leader. 


G REAT p" i ts arc ob«curc for two opposkc reasons; now, 4 e- 
causclthey arc talking about; something tooaflfrge fo» anyone 
to understand^ and now, agap, t"cause the? arc talking*about 
something too small for any^A^ to sec Francis Til' ii*so>? pos¬ 
sessed both these inanities-iKc was dcscribinjfthc ev-img c irtl^ 

with its mist and fume and fragrance, and represented the^vvhole 
as rolling upwards like a smokcjf hen suddenly W^caUcd Ve etvliolc 
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iPslowly before God I his is the case ofjhS ifpa-e too 1 irge G r 
cr>«nprch« n ..on, an-.th«*r in* fame sinks m niy mini ..f«the image 
whij»J» top jjjyll one of Ins porun he sa\ s^thn^the "jtfvast 
, ftVVC -?fr tl ‘# kn ^ ,n 0,1,1 H,, ‘ is bridal by •p-ntificalS 

drath4 I here nr* al^ut t. „ hi^-rnal nn.Ltf.logical puns in 
tlufonc wnfd. %h it i pri- t m*...ns a pontiff, it a pontiff means 
a bndiie-m ik< r, Ant d« alh is ertandv a brid :»*, that d* nth may 
1*i£n o^it after all Hi li< a r« con. .lue' prn *-1, that it h a 1 1 priest and 
both at t».t to the fict th it « in* thip ,r can pit c »pint<’d 
frffni another tluri.A- tl.. - • id> and twntv iyu**, ir dl I n itlv 
conPcntrate.l in the Word “ I'oi.iilied ” In FjJ\\. is Th.j\h*-on s 
pocii v, as in thf pocuv tff tl.e unr re, \.,u can w<»rk ml- nicfc 
out^od ou*-, but1 >*m .uni in J ],c-c* two inffiu<R» are 
the mark of r reatne^, nid he was a treat poet—G lv 
roN, in Tkt JUu^ruit,: Lv'i„’i‘/, A \>.s. 


T THOMPSON u o cd his l^ige\ocabuhirvwith a boldness—and 
cspeewlljfcj rcrldc«sn»-s, almost a fnvohty m *-hymc—ffiat 
were ^'ortli'imi Browauii 1 ; On the otlur hind tin at* ni"gi*d points 
were, rtf a furth^Mew , 1 ab nibed into l he total eff» ct of beauty in a 
manntr whigji mmwNiNG nmr Jehnsed, for the* poet, entirely 
from bmidity^n math r3 of poefie form, nlied not on chastity 
or perfection of ^^ail, bill on the p«rfn\id rush his genius, 
which simply parried his re .ders #fl*f"lhe roii'ih pi ices. Here wa? 
a large utterance—large in bulk, in speed, in 1 law-h ch-regard of 
erftnoiny,*pd yqf, what could not for a moment be mistaken wa9 
the poi:tr7y r a3 at once great and p^iccrc. '^liese Ststn f, 
written in praise o^w'o little sisters, contan^a number of lovely 
and mo* musical lines, an?l some pt^B^^Ah aB the seventh 
section of the fi^t poem—W'lnch SrtNSti: w« uld not have disowned 
— ~Bke Tifics. 


T HE greater a poet's mestigp, the^fl^rjprofound his thought, 
the larger Ins range, and the more t^mmitc his note, the 
deeper and more jflftccssant will be hia demand upon his rcade# 
That is yhy tl* ereat poets ha\c had to wait forTui^ recognition 
Only fhe few will gp ^an co-nn*atc at the beginning, tut they are 
4Ju* ftavenjgpnd ppw whole maf«A can eee the p*?tic purport of 
Sun i^^on-q|BGE*KEATs and^oRDSwoPTii, of whonf the con- 
*tcmjfa ry ^rj ^cism was a thual o\er which you laugh or cry, 
as il* jb^pPua^'ou. Those whefee in Mr Francis 'IiiowrscN an 
aut4iftltic^?ct^a\c at any rate*ie profound interest of watcLing 



Appreciations 

the Tatioui stage* the making of their immortal, alow ha*-' ‘he 
portent* followerVtqeprecedent afforded by the poet* ju6t ramcJ? 
In.^enerJ, very accurately, we think. The corrGnon attitude of 
fruiCt J i them and him has been very similar*—jn tl . ase of 
Shpluy IJ.1B sotjearin its very wording as to be jmetimes startling? 
Extravagances a ici novelties of diction, a topping over oi images, 
and “ obscurity ” —of course that—were dwelt v toirby objectors 
—very just objectors, no doubt—who busied i£id troubled about 
derails, lest all sense of proportion, and had no Air for the great and 
ultimate meaning of the poet’s message. . .. The note thA come^ 
most majestically/rom Mr Thompson is thatL-d the reconcilec.on 
of the two natures and destinies of man To that literal oneness 
Wopdsworth groped in his merely “ kindred poiits of heaven and 
home.” Of that oneness Rossftti lfts the i and Coventry Pat¬ 
more the full vision Mr Thompson 13 the heir of the poets, add he 
hfis entered fully into his inheritance. lie has not picked their 
flowers and worn them lading, their BeeU^ias jfcssed in a his hfe, 
and they have blossomed anew .—The Academy. 

V 

W HEN at the end of 1893 there appeared nlittle quarto 
volume of poems by France Thompson. t£e English world 
of letter* experienced an agreeable shock of surjfcse. It was as if a 
r eket had been sent up into a dark night. Hi^poerSs have all 
" pomp and prodigality ” of imagination for which Gray's frugal 
muse longc &.—The Spe^ta ' 

N £) other among the younger poets so effectual! ^proclaimed 
a mastery #f the gland style- none other had so securely 
occupied a position on^the right side of th^Jine which for etef 
separates inspirabi fu uui\.\.dent, poetry from agreeableR'erse, He 
appeared on the scene* *ully equipped. There wer^no long yean of 
public neglect, or production # of volumes which lay umjoticcj* on 
the bookstalls bef-ife being ca|J^nto the dustoteap. The marvelous 
splendour of lus firBt \ oliiy.^ revealed a wnte?fcf no A) m moil ordci* 
wah a Bccurencss of t "ach, a magical decoration of style, and a real* 
./nessage behind all.-dic pomp and gbttcr and#dazzling display It 
was art not fox^. l’s sake, but charged with a nfeanmg and a na?nc. 
The Hound fj Heaven was hailed all competent’cntica^u one of 
the great reh^ous poem* of tjjis tr-ie or or'di'j time .—The Daily 
A T etvs. 
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